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EDWARD SLATER 



Industrious she io raise the pile 

Earth had not seen, the teale to mate 
The sons of Babel plann'd erewhile 

To found one universal state^ 
Bend all to one imperious will, 
And with one thou^vt creation fill f 
Plann'd all in vain I— as vain fier task, 
Nor Gi>d nor men the service ask, — 

p. 117. 
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PREFACE.' 



With the Historical Analysis subjoined thp author 
has happily the less need to detain the reader at 
the threshold of a preface. 

For the animating sentiment the author is anxious 
to have it understood — where such wishes may be 
dirferred to — that he has intended no attack on the 
Papacy so far as it can be identified with the reli- 
gious sentiment What it is in the hands of its de- 
vout adherents — as the inspirer of religious feeling 
or the guide of religious conduct — in that aspect he 
has not meddled with it. He hai^ simf^ portrayed 
Popery as exhibited for everybody to inspect irf the 

* The present preface is only in part as it appeared in the 
first instance. 



VI PREFACE. 

hands of the dominating Powers, and as in practice 
moulded by its own accredited manipulators. The 
reader will but perform an act of justice to the 
author in recognising the j^ersonages thus designated 
as the proper interlocutors here through their mouth- 
piece the Pope, and not the main body of the re- 
ligious Catholic world. A specimen of the actual 
operation of the Papacy in such hands (the lesson * 
might be enforced and reinforced by reference to 
other countries) comes under our own immediate 
observation at this moment in the case of Ireland.* 
It seemed not unnatural to conclude that the ame- 
liorations that have now for some years found their 
way into the government of that country — ^to the 
eifect of putting the sister islands on a footing of 
equality before the law, would have been duly ac- 
knowledged on the part of the great body of the 
people. And such there is good reason to believe 
. would have been the actual result but for the action 
of Hie priests under the inspiration of the Hiecarchy. 
The Qonsequence of the disaffection here dj^^lored 
* This was written before the Fenian outbreak. 
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is sad enough — extending in its full measure to the 
priests themselves, reduced, sad to think, to find 
their own lot for good or Ul inseparably bound up 
with that of their country. It seems scarcely out 
of place to advert to Ireland even on this occasion 
when almost the latest news informs us that Mgr. 
Dupanloup, Bishop of Orleans, registers his vows 
night and morning for the advent of a rebellion in 
that country — such an event most probably shadow- 
ing to his mind the readiest me*ns of breaking up 
the prestige of England, and as a consequence — 
no absurd conclusion — that of the Protestant reli- 
gion throughout the world. The State, in what- 
ever country, can scarcely relieve itself of the task 
of keeping a watchful eye over these turbulent 
natures. 

The alternation of sentiment in dealing with the 
general subject of which the Pope is here not un- 
frequently made susceptible may possibly be resolved 
on the principle of the assumed myatic character in- 
herent in dignkaries of this order. There may how- 
ever be some natural connexion between the very 



VUl < PREFACE. 

lofty flights indulged in here on the one hand and 
the more human feelings that every now and then 
break out on the othe^ 

For the general treatment of his subject the au- 
thor hopes, while expressing himself on the vital 
topics before him with all plainness, he has never- 
theless steered clear of the partizan. The general 
subject is scarcely popular in these days, and it is 
therefore the more needful to avoid the additional 
offence of conventional hard words. He hopes how- 
ever that in abstaining from such usages he has 
consulted rather his own temper than the calculating 
consideration now referred to. • 

The author may scarcely trust himself to touch 
on certain other attributes of his performance. All 
he has to say on this head is — he hopes the reader 
may be induced to look at it, under the aspects here 
alluded to, with kindlier eyes than it is his lot to do, 
despite the pains and the anxiety it has cost him. 



HISTORICAL ANALYSIS. 



"The Wail of the Vatican" may have been sung 
before, and may yet be sung again. The present 
" Wail " does not extend, except perhaps in vision, 
beyond the discomfiture of Austria at Solferino 
(June 24, 1859), whither Pius is supposed to have 
repaired in the interests of that Power. 

The Pope is the sole speaker.* His appearance 

* The liberty the author has allowed himself in bringing the 
Pope to Solferino, and in giving him Napoleon's attention for 
so long a time after the battle will not seem intolerable in a 
poem to those who can reconcile themselves to the colloquy 
carried on by Glaucus and Diomed, in the stress of a general 
engagement, as told by Homer, in the sixth book of the Iliad ; 
or, to come to later times, to the story of Mazeppa, as told by 
Lord Byron. There is nothing trenching on the * probable' 
here surpassing what Lord Byron has allowed himself in that 
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on the stage (ideal of course) founded on the theory, 
not now for the first time broached, that the Pope 
was the prime agent in arresting the further progress 
of hostilities as between France and Austria after 
the battle of Solferino. The scene Napoleon's tent, 
Solferino. The time the evening of the day signal- 
ized by the defeat of Austria. Pius's plea the de- 
precation of further hostilities as against Austria 
on the part of France. The plea founded on the 
services he had rendered Napoleon on his accession 
to power. Not with this object — reverse to Austria, 
or with this contingency, were these services ren- 
dered. Eather the crippling of some otiier Power 
presenting itself to him as the ultimate issue and 
fitting reward of such services. The Pope's support 
under the circumstances of Napoleon's accession all 

poem. The violence done to History in bringing the Pope to 
Solferino does not yet equal that with which Voltaire is charge- 
able in bringing his hero Henry TV, to England, where he never 
once set foot, to plead lea besoins de la France before our Eliza- 
beth.— Henriade, Chants II. and III. 

This note may probably not be out of place in view of such 
readers as are less prepared for the liberties in vogue in the 
poetical meridian. 



k 
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the more memorable in consideration of the patriotic 
feeling that then existed and that still survived 
despite the seeming success of the coup d'etat 
This feeling, illustrated in two effusions, 'The Wail 
of Liberty,' and the * Model Land,' supposed to 
have currency at the time, and to have assisted in 
keeping alive the patriot fire. Where was Napoleon's 
friend at such a crisis, the * pilot equal to the 
storm'? Where but in the Pope, as the head of 
the Catholic body, and is the humiliation of his 
beloved Austria the fitting return for services so 
signal and effective ] 

In the second Canto the Pope enlarges on the 
Church's joy on the accession of Napoleon. Kuns 
over the ennobling names by which he was then 
signalized mainly through her agency. Heaven 
itself in his debt. Reverts to the actual condition 
of France immediately preceding his accession. 
The Republic. The glories of the ancient Court 
and Camp life of France extinguished. Plebeian 
hands laid upon all exalted things. An aggrava- 
tion of Church's sorrow the new favour with which 
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England was then regarded, implying, too palpably, 
the transfer of affection from Rome to Rome's chief 
enemy. Church lightens her grief by reciting the 
(assumed) song of Innocent III., illustrative of the 
power inherent in the papacy to master the world. 
Eulogium of Innocent III. Her griefs yet ripe she 
hangs her harps upon the willows. The harps pre- 
tematurally strung, when Church hears her griefs — 
chiefly in reference to England — reaffirmed, and 
other strains seeming to forbode the termination 
of her career, and the installation of a new reign. 
The Church's grief arrested by the announcement 
of the apparition of a Saviour Form (Napoleon III.) 
with his banner wide-waved ' Destiny.' Church 
herseK again. Reenacts the Church Militant. Her 
joy at its height, as when, but a few short years 
before, her devotees, rivalling the Crusaders of old, 
flocked by myriads to Treves to sight the spectacle 
of the Holy Coat, and exhibit, in effect, the Church 
as still possessed of all her ancient credit and sig- 
nificance. The joy with which this last reminiscence 
is entertained suddenly clouded by the recollection 
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of the new disaster to Austria, Under this cloud 
Pius concludes this second chant. 

In the third Canto the Pope enters more freely 
on his proper theme — the praises of Austria and 
her claims to lenity on the part of the Conqueror. 
These claims illustrated generally in the resistance 
of Austria to the Kefoemation. The new world 
thus called into being. Letters, the rise of States, 
Law, Commerce, Learned Leisure. Mistake of 
Earth in exchanging Heaven (her sole legitimate 
aim) for the perishing things of time. Church on 
her part had provided for all needful Enterprise 
and Belaxation. What more incumbent on her? 
Gives way to passionate bursts of grief at finding 
her ancient hold on the world loosened, and the age 
bent on going its own way. Kesumes his theme. 
Eulogium of Austria. Lutzen, Magdeburg, Salzburg. 
The overthrow of the Protestants of Salzburg re- 
minds Pius of the more significant overthrow of 
the Huguenots, the Protestants of France, conse- 
quent on the repeal of the Edict of Nantes. The 
obnoxigusness of the Huguenot beyond that of Turk 
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flight ol birds of prey haatenkig to the horrid 
banqaet. Kesumes the Fope, Enforces anew the 
claims of Austria. Adjures the Sword. Distmsta 
the Sword. Kejoices in the subserviency of* the 
Pen. Distrusts the Pen. Hallucinations. Vision* 
of a Bride, followed by that of a Harlot. Is it a 
vision of the Futuie? Reftises to entertirift it. 
Dearer the Pott. Eejoices in the reminiscence. 
Findd an answer to his suit in the relaxed expres- 
sion oif the Emperor's countenance. Austria safe. 
Church reassured. One other plea — Church a more 
eligible suitor than the State. His confidence in the 
Emperor complete as at the first. Concludes. 



EKRATUM. '# 
Page 107, for wonted, read vaunted. 
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ARGUMENT. 

Oh ! how may I unblamed portriEiy 

The Pope for Solferino bound ? — 
Hia Austria perilled in the fray 

Concentred there ;— the storied ground 
Unreck*d he clears, still tasks his speed ; 

His eye roams quick o*er objects new, 
His ear, less subject to his lead, 

Hears sounds that thrill him thro' and thro* ;- 
A haunted flight ! He owns the god I 

His lips convey unwonted things ! — 
The master spell due to the sod, 

Or stranger air that round him clings ? 
Thus rapt behold him at the goal ! 

But why dilate ? Pope tells his tale ; 
I do but summarize the whole. 

As pursuivants in brief unveil 
The programme of the coming fete, 

Joust, tournament, or festival. 
Where high the magnates sit in state. 

In garlanded retreat or halL 



PROLOGUE. 



Before Solperino, {en route) 
June 24, 1859. 

MoBE speed. Achieved this height methinks 
I sight the scene of rude debate ; 

With lowering pulse presaging shrinks 
My boding soul at sweep of fate 

Tumultuous, with danger rife 

To hierarchies, thrones, precious life ! 

And see o'er Nice, " retreating, shy,*' 
The sun in ha£fte to end his course ; 
The shades bestrown in mustering force 

Loom darkling in the eastern sky ! 

If fancy tint not thus the shades 

To point the gloom my soul pervades ! 

With eve's advance new fears arise. 

The shadows fall portentous-wise ; 

Less firm at e'en methinks my soul 

Than when bright day ascends the pole ! 



PBOLOOUE. 

More sp^i^ Time has his terrors too, 
Neglected, shorn of honours due. 

Majestic now before me shine 
The towering Alps, the mystic line 
By Nature drawn (confest her hand) 
To mark the bounds of hallow'd land, 
Aid her device to rear a race 

To call her own, distinctive, one, 
Impelled a proud career to run, 
Responsive yield her grace for grace : — 
The land their own by title good. 
Conspicuous stamp'd on each fair rood. 
Perforce I pause, explore the scene, 
My eyes from meaner objects wean, 
The voices breathed around me list, — 
Obtuse my ear those voices miss*d ! — 
One voice in chief, incisive, clear, 

As issuing from the vocal ground — 
The rocks, the glens, the plains around. 
The stbangeb an intbuder hebe f 

Distuned, estranged, — the sights I see. 
Presentment else of wizard scene, 
Abasement of the sordid, mean, 

Enfranchisement of ecstasy. 
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Dispoil'd their charms, importmnte^ 

As greeting forced on courier late ;— 

A passing joy those sights to see, 

A strain upon my sympathy, 

While Thought forestall'd precludes the care 

Of grand or sweet, august or ftir ! 

Not cUl unmark'd : — ^Ticino yon. 
Or better named the Rubicon 
Of era new ; — a world of strife 

Shows imaged in thy lambent stream,-— 
To pass, give place to pictured life, 

Bright-hued — ^to mock the patriot's dream : 
Italia her own, away 
From Como to Tarentine bay, 
Despoil'd no more her heritage. 
Intruders all swept from the stage, 
Dischain*d, blest in her Liberty, 
Estate unwreck'd by Anarchy ; 
Supremacy no flourish vain, 
Unblench'd, she stakes it on the plain, 
Disdainful of a ruler ttoain t 

Such minstrelsy rings in the air, 

And less my words my thoughts declare 

Than utter what is syllabled 
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Aloft, and to my ear impell'd ; 
The words adjusted to my tongue 
Ere thought has to the meaning dung. 
Perforce I speak, — not now my own 
Or Patriot shout or Patriot moan ! 
Due to th^ypagic scene, the clime, 

My Yofoe thus ruled, or teems the hour 
With voices not its own, a power 
To antedate yet future time ? 
All unresolved I mark aghast 
Shadows events before them cast 
Ere they befall, as bards have sung, 
And hoary eld the changes rung ; 
Or speak I thus — ^in self s despite — 
Like him of old indulged the sight 
(On MoaVs crest he took his stand, 
Around the nobles of the land !) 
Of peerless race, the race elect, 
No Moab race of manhood wreck'd. 
Enthralled erewhile, still unsubdued. 
The ordeal pass'd of servitude I 
Perforce he spake, entranced, dismay'd. 
And blest, or benediction stayed. 
As Heaven above, not fancy bade ! 

And soo rude bursting on my sight 



arveyudfe 
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PBOLOGUS. 

The tug of war — ^to change the scene, 
The tenor change of fency's flight, 

By anguish tamed and marvel keen ! 
With dole overwrought I turn my gaze. 
Anew look on in wild amaze. 
Pause at the view, with marve 
And now as rapt my soul su 
The kindling scene — the shock of strife, 
The gallantry that recks not life 
At glory's call ; — the potent spell 
^idream'd before, not hers to quell ! — 
'Tis war no more, — a headlong flight. 
As hot pursuit — to abash my sight . . . 
The stream of flight assures my woe, 
Rolling where rolls perturbed the Po ; 
A wildering cry his waters wake, — 
(Distinct the cry my ear invades, 
'Mid turmoils all distract the glades,) — 
As unresolved for whose dear sake 
Gushes the blood that stains his tide. 
Or wJiose the flag that decks his side ! 

More speed, more speed. Too rude the shock ; 
I miy me with the scene to brook 
Less harsh the stroke, seek there the vent 
For anguish may no more be pent ! 



PROLOOUK. 

And see at stress of need the tent, 
Goal of my course^ with flags bedight, 

And tokens all of victory, 
Superfluous crowded on my sight, 

Too well apprised my bark at sea, 
Swept by the storm ! — not all to tell 
Of overthrow, as peal'd the knell 
Of papal hopes ! — foil'd tho' the sword, 

Intact remain arms all our own. 
Not idly summ'd, nor all ignored 

In song or tale with marvels strown ! 
I faint not, not unhopeful found ; 

Awake, Resolve, thy part to play, 
Bests yet a field — not unrenown'd — 

To win or lose, ere sets the day ! 



CANTO FIRST. 



ARGUMENT. 

No minstrel bard recounts his wizard tale, 

Instinct with haunted heath and speotre drear; 
No captive knight jwvoh his unheeded wul 

Through iron grated bars in warder's ear ; 
No loye-sick swain— his love prized all too dear ! — 

To fair-one cold, estranged, pours forth his strain : — 
No idle tale as bard*s, plaint more severe 

Than knight enslaved, or jilted youth is fain 
To pour from sorrowing heart I seem to hear 

While wakes the Pope his plaint, still wakes in vain ! 



CANTO FIRST. 



SOLRBINO, {the emperor'a tent) 

subves. 

Bepbieved from stress of Doubt and Dread, 
And phantom shapes of Scrapie bred, 
This thrilling scene yet veil'd to sight, 
Illumined sole by Fancy's light ; 
My voice unbroke, the spell untried 
Thy presence wrought to hearten, chide. 
Nor yet those qualms laid all aside, — 
So grave the suit that tasks my care. 
The issues such beyond compare, — 
Behold me now, e'en as I may. 

Invoke thy ear, reprieved the stress 
Of martial suits, — the dubious day 

Bright issuing in thy success, — 
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For son beloved— e'en such my suit — 
By deeds approved beyond dispute. 
Wben as the Church preferred her plea, 
By foeman press'd, her Ajax he, 
Prompt to confront each enemy ! 
As prompt in turn my voice I strain, 
'Tis all I may, to soothe his pain. 

Oh ! stay the uplifted hand ; 
Hi-starred the stroke that lays him low. 
Mysterious the life streams flow 

The luckless knife to brand ! 

A hallowed life, inept, you take; 

His dearest hopes you slay 
Who ventured much for your dear sake — 
Unbalanced yet the costly stake t — 

On yon eventful day,* 
When for the dread encounter ripe. 
And full of your great prototype,t 
You struck for power. When then, distraught 

You woo'd my ghostly aid, 
(A bolder tone my lips have caught) 
Say if in this, thy hour, mis&aught 
With enterprise phrenetic, naught, 

* Dec. 2, '51. The day on which Louis struck for empire, 
t Julius Cesar. See Appendix, Note A. 
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Thy fortune I betra/d ? 
I holp'd thee wield the stroke (unwise !) 

That raised thee to a throne ; — 
What set-off pays such sacrifice ? 
Washed clean the hands (in vain disguise !) 

By which the deed was done ! 
While yet the tempest rock*d, despite 
Thy covenant forestall'd with Might, 

To make that throne secure, 
Mj voice I gave — ^no humble voice— 
Affirm'd thee Heaven and Church's choice, 

Wide as my ghostly cure 
Extends ; Priest, Prelate, Cardinal, 
My bidding listed, one and all ; 
Too glad to improve the auspicious hour, 
Instate anew the Church in Power, 
Breath of her nostrils, — disallowed, 
Behold her don the Sorrower's shroud, 
Bestow her plaint on every gale. 
The welkin tune to one wild wail ! 
The cue to act was all their own. 
Insured to rally round a throne, 
Make common cause with kaisers, kings. 

Earth's magnates all, enroll'd of power 
To take the Church beneath their wings, 
Befriend her in the trying hour ; 



14 ANCIENT HESOSS. 

Awanting therej adjudged to fail 
Where signalled most, — alert to hail 
Claims opportune of Fortune's heir, 
Beswom to make the Church his care. 
Of power secured remit her share ! 
Whate'er the pleas of sons of Power, 
Fair, frail, on Church their gains they shower. 
Thus Montfort, Ckxlfirey, Charlemagne 

The suffrages of Church secured. 

Due share of spoil to Church assured, 
The proceeds of each hard campaign ! 
Thus Louis* won him high renown, 

(The after Louises to fire !) 
On Church's altar placed his crown, 

His lieges' birthright, weal entire. 
'Bove Albion's kingt his lofty praise, 
While he his own behest obeys ; 
Not worsened by a Pandulfs threat 
To pay averse the Nation's debt ! 
Submiss to Church he struck the blow 
That eased of Church and State the foe ; 
(Estranged from Church, estranged from State, 
I hold the rule inviolate) 
The feat still dweUs upon our tongue, 
Inspires oration, epic, song. 

♦ Louis XIV. t Our John. 
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Behold the approved use of kings, 

To take the Church beneath their wings! 

Her Prestige, Fortunes, Faith, defend. 

On Heretic her wrath expend, 

As erst on Huguenot the king 

The Church in chief delights to sing. 

Too rude a chord — ^to point the France 

As lapsed more my lot to sing, 
Transferr'd from Church her countenance, 

New loves, ambitions on the wing, 
Her star as under cloud or spent, 
Erst brightest in the firmament ! 
Ah ! not for this won you support 
Of Holy Church — her pride to hurt, 
Her charms retrench,— enchafed the more 
For worship, chivakous service, o'er. 
Her light put out ! Ah ! not for this 
Bade I my ghostly lieges kiss. 
Then proffer'd meek, your sceptred hand, — 
Far other brunt of battle scann'd ! 
Not Austria, some o^ier Power 
Laid low to mourn forlorn her hour, 
No fidend to Church, her plighted foe, 
Awaiting yet her doom, I trow. 
To gild, alas ! some other name, — 
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Ah grief to Church distain'd with shame ! 

Bethink you now of that rude day, — 

If Memory frail no recreant prove. 

Or Fortune, brightening on your way. 

More surely quench not former love, — 
When Destiny — to abet your plea — 
Constrained your loving steps to me, 
And wrongs of writhing Liberty, 
Enforced in shouts, or breathed in sighs. 
Faint as when Hope abortive dies. 
Not slight your peril then, I trow, 
The Patriot fire in ruddy glow, — 
Extinguished now, you proudly tread 
On ashes cold and embers dead ! 
The shouts and sighs took shape and tone, 
A mixt despairing threatening moan ; 
They sharpen'd e*en that wintry gale. 
And thus, methought, I caught the waiL 

THE WAIL OF LIBERTY. 

" I GO ; I dwell not with the dead, 

My ears assail'd with kettle drums. 
My eyes distraught with flaunting plume 
That fan the Warrior^s head* 
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Cabal, War, Conquest, glittering Spoil ! 
Behold the programme of the fray ! — 
I quit the stage and pass away, 

Graced with no veteran's foil* 

I quit the stage and pass away ; 

I have no certain dwelling here ; 
I show myself and disappear ; 
Ingrate a lengthen' d stay, 

The land with other love engross'd j 
To other service wistful gain'd ; 
With Change on Change still unattain'd 
The one ennobling boast ! 

Or more embroil'd by Change her chance ; — 
The Despot waits perforce the hour 
When Ketribution taxes Power, 
Inflate with Arrogance. 

Strike, patriots all, by Fortune sped ; — 

The Despot's fears have banned the race, 
Creatures emasculate fill their place ; — 
I dwell not with the dead !" 



Sx>ectatTim satis et donatum jam rude. — Hobace, Ep. i. L 

B 
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The counterpart I give in part, — 
Outpouring of a buoyant heart, 
Aud hope, unwont to quit her grasp, 
To vulgar eyes at her last gasp. 



" Ybt is not my Vocation gone ; 
I come again — go not for aye — 
With happier chances to essay 
The land's wide benizon ! 

I come again with banners spread. 

No more to lay those banners low ; 
I live, I am not dead, although 
I dwell not with the dead ! " 



Now list a more discursive lay, 

Recalled on yon eventful day, 

(Attuned of yore) to rally Thought, 

With sanctities of Freedom fraught : 

The hour gave import to the song, 

The patriot forgot his wrong, 

The while he saw the " Model Land," 

Efflux as of a Fairy's hand ! 

So Portraiture recalls the face 

Of Loved-one torn from Love's embrace ! 
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Catches I fain to call to mind 

Significant of memory twined 

Round fancies fond of Progress, Peace, 

And Knowledge crown'd with large Increase, 

And Virtue stem, fair Freedom*s nurse, 

And Grace to Virtue not averse, 

And Power, with Moderation wed, 

And Pride, with no Illusion fed, 

And Charity, free, unconfined, 

A tribute sacred to the kind. 

Constituents all, I ween, of State, 

Enthroned above the shocks of Fate, 

" The Model Land"— to justify 

The long-drawn note of eulogy. 



THE MODEL LAND. 



*• No braggart menace in his air, 
Or cautious-smother'd, fraudful care 
To rack that Lion in his lair. 

With conscious Might contented he ; 

Gentle and strong in like degree, 

He wreaks not, brooks not contumely. 



20 THB MODEL LAKD. 

The olive wreath her sceptre twines, 
A charmed name to Rule assigns, 
A Heritage of widening lines. 



Not given to War. The wanton's glare 
Tells not on her. Still prompt to dare, 
Of Self-respect assert her care ; 

A jealous care, not overstrained, 

In check of Insolence maintained, 

Her Honour roused, her Passion reign'd ! 

Knowledge unfear'd, — main prop of State, 
Assurance good 'gainst shocks of Fate, 
Of Hearth and Shores inviolate ; 

Still lends she cunning to the hand ; — 
Be mine for pledge of Fence such land, 
Her whisper'd wish the loud command ! 



No life to wean the Historic muse. 
Inglorious pass'd, of sordid views. 
The nerves unstrung with Civic thews ; 



THE MODEL LAND. 21 

The lungs unheaved with Civic breath, 
Or throbbings of a higher rathe,* 
A death in life, a life in death ! 



And Art is free. A Servile hight, 
Condemned to blazon vulgar Might, 
The Despot owes her no despite ; 

Not seldom 'lists her in his cause, 

Insidious oft reaps applause, 

While weep forlorn Rights, Freedom, Laws. 

* « « * 

Too proud to feed the world's distrust ; 
Nor Rage nor Envy fires her lust, 
Her arm is strong, its use is just. 

Cpncedes a merit not her own, 
A bravery finds in modest tone. 
Oft triumphs by such feat alone. 

The hods keeps. Still not averse 

To Change unscath'd with Theory's curse, 

Of Use not rare the bounteous nurse. 

* See Api>endix, Note B, 



22 BSNEFITS TO LOUIS. 

No silent Voice, no spent Machine, 

Plied thy drear rounds, thou doll Kontine ; 

Religion heightens all the scene ; 

Self-sacrifice trips in her train, 
Attendant sure, and Vice and Pain 
Restrict them to a bounded reign. 

♦ » ♦ * 

Not all unmark'd her love of Right, 
Belief in Justice over Might ; — 
The nations all walk in her light ! 

Progress unslack'd her steady cue, 
To Heaven-entrusted Talent true, 
And crown'd with Increase dealt to few !" 



Thus then they sang, or grave or gay, 
As Memory, Fancy tuned the lay ; 
The lay importing much, confest, 
Obnoxious to imperial quest. 
Your fears took wing, and not inane 
The fears inspires the Poet's brain 
Bespoke to swell the Patriot's plaint, 
The after guerdon glowing paint ! — 



BENEFITS TO CHURCH. 23 

But where your Friend at that rude hour, 
The Pilot equal to the storm ] — 

Infructuous that stretch of power 
To seat you safe, all fear disami. 

While Patriot hearts forbear to quail, 

And Patriot tongues your advent wail. 

With answering threats your threats assail ! 

Such Friend you needed at that hour, 

Such Friend you found, endow'd with power, 

Alike, and genial sympathy; — 

How should our natures disagree. 

Or Empire clash with Papacy ? 

A noble prize had graced our net. 

Nor might the Church herself forget, 

Befriended thus, or fail to improve 

The chance as sent from Heaven above 

To rouse her from the dust, reclaim 

Her ancient heritage and name, 

(Small chance, while throve the Commonwealth, 

Of like reviving signs of health !) 

Kepair her wonted Majesty, 

Invoke her old Supremacy, 

Eegain new life from wasting fire, 

A phoenix freshened from the pyre ! 

You pleased me well. Church praised her son, 

His promises fulfill'd — each one. 



24 GRATITUDE OF CHURCH. 

You pleased me welL As frank confess — 
Did / not well repay 

The trust reposed in me — in stress 

Of perils glaring, numberless, 

To give that trust its comeliness — 
On yon eventful day? 



CANTO SECOND. 



ARGUMENT. 

I NO RATE his task— as from the tomb 
One fain would wake the dead — 

His plaint prolonged 'mid deepening gloom, 
Thick o'er his spirit shed. 

Still unabashed his suit he pleads, 

Pursues the eager strain ;— 
Nor pleas, nor threats, the Kaiser heeds. 

His suit still urged in vain ! 



CANTO SECOND. 



Scene as before. 

Thy trust assured, and pledges given 

That show'd as vouchers fresh from Heaven, 

No appellation fond 
That speaks Affection's generous glow, 
Or Sympathy conceived to flow 
Responsive to delight or woe, 

Or Gratitude — ^beyond 
The flickering light that owns the name, 
Still craving oil to feed the flame, 
And still in larger streams as pour'd. 
Effusive, wealth the vase has stored — 
But found, confest, free utterance 

From my o'erflowing breast ; 
I hail'd thee Saviour, Hope of France, 



28 ACCESSION OP NAPOLEON IH. 

Heaven sent to work deliverance 
For perill'd land, avert mischance 
With treasons die imprest ! 
Resource apportion'd to her need, 
The prey design'd of sordid greed. 
Her own sons plighted to the deed ! 

Due fears alarm'd, — no fears more sure 
Than fears of plots to point the cure, — 
A higher height I dared to reach. 
With livelier tropes adorn'd my speech, 
Design'd thee by the holiest names, 
Whatever our common reverence claims, — 
Messiah, Shiloh, Charlemagne, 
Dispenser of our earthly reign, 
Saint George, of Cappadocia hight, 
Ideal of the Church's knight. 
Saint Louis, Montfort, Joshua, 
From distant Dan to Beersheba 
Bade clear the land, prepare the way 
For Israel's unimpeded sway. 
Redoubted Godfrey, Constantine,* 
True nursing father, I opine ; — 
Enkindling names to fire the zeal 

* A juxta-position of names curious enough— but not witk- 
out its counterpart. See Appendix, Note C. 



FEANCE DURING THE REPUBLIC. 20 

Of convertite in Church's weal ; 
Untiring still enforced thy praise 
In terms to shame a laureat*s lays. 

Nor deem'd we thus your praise in full 
Dealt out, all higher praise to lull. 
While Heaven itself show'd in your debt 
For deeds your ready hands abet, 
E'en moved to gratitud^^ applause, — 
Your service such in Heaven's own .cause ! * 

Ah me ! perturb'd, I call to mind 
As France then show'd, — the land design d 
The pattern land of all mankind ; — 
While yet thy wish'd-for star delayed, 
And deeper fell the lowering shade, — 
The royal house discrowned, exiled, 
The council board a burgher guild, 
The chaplet of a Pharamond 
By commoner irreverent donn'd, 
The sceptre of a Childeric 
The truncheon of an empiric, 
The patent of a Charlemagne 

* The current journals of the time — the early part of the 
year *52 — will throw all needful light on this passage, but see 
Appendix, Note D. 



30 JEALOUSY OF ENGLAND. 

Signet of chiel of burgher grain ! 
Scarce e*en a vestige left to prove 
'Twas that same France that won our love 
In pattern times, beyond, above 
A common love. 'Mid griefs we rued 
Not poignant least the entente crude 
Cemented late atween old foes,-^ 
Grief augur'd least of griefs that rose, — 
What next and next to inflame our woes ? 

War, Heresy! — alternative 
To bid her pause. Church less alive 
To perils, havoc, latent here — 
To symbolize each ghostly fear ; 
Less dismal War ! How great soe'er 

Woes all that follow in her wake, 
Import they but Earth's wear and tear ? 

With Heresy see Heaven at stake I 
Not hers, I ween, to parley here, 
To greater grief resign the tear ! 

Anon new griefs the Church invade, — 
Her choicest parterres common made, 
Nooks, haunts, of stranger foot afraid ; 
Despair outright our anguish sees 
In wane of old Antipathies, 



VAEYING PBOSPBCTS OF CHUECH. 31 

Main sustenance of Hierarchies, 
Antipathies we drudging toil'd — 
Nor was our labour whoUy foil*d — 
(The end benign redeems the use, 
So storms their virulence excuse) 
To sow broadcast where spread our rule, 
Express in conclave, cloister, school, 
*Bove all in tender Woman's breast. 
Responsive chief to priestly quest. 
Bright Beulah land, the land, I trow, 
Where list the Fair to plant, to sow; 
Church reaps a ready harvest there 
Where bend them to the task the Fair, 
With Welcomes liberal heap'd, unknown 
On soils less kindly planted, sown. 
To me the Shining Ones they seem. 
As pictured in the Pilgrim's dream. 
A prey to grief, constrained deplore 
Days speeding not as days of yore, 
The scene a waste, to teU of toil 
Unrecompensed by harvest spoil; — 
Tum'd hitherward — ^the glistening sight 

The scene repairs; — ^for barrenness 
Show fruits and crops to harvest white. 

And harvest home, not gladdening less ; 
Not all a waste the land I see, 



32 INVOCATION OF THE MUSK. 

Entrusted to such husbandry. 

Where now the France of whilom years, 

The light of other days ? — 
It lent us chance to dry our tears 
To woo the Muse ; — ^the Muse still cheers 

When other trust bewrays. 
A lay in chief I call to mind, 
Attimed as oft our soul repined; 
Then frequent tuned— our grief o'erweigh'd, 
The night far spent, thy star delay'd ! 
" A lofty height Church yet achieves, 
Gives promise most when most she grieves." 
So rings the lay in griefs redress, 
Still freights the Future with success, 
Paints fond her rise from low estate. 
Her flight anon to glory's gate ! 
A matchless flight to witch the world, 
Her own brain with the ascendance whirl'd ! 
Not mine, I pray you mark, the lay 
In use our sorrow to allay; 
Due to a nobler name, the muse 
Sustain'd by prestige, fame-lit hues; 
A noble muse gives currency 
To noble thoughts, adjudged to die 
Full oft, devoid of prestige, name. 



PEANCE AND INNOCENT IIL 33 

Forerunners of the world's acclaim ; 
A noble muse thus soothed our grief 
Ere yet thy Advent gave relief. 

SONG OF INNOCENT HI. 

" Wake Muse and sing the Power, 

To laic lays unknown, 

That lightly made my own 
Fair France in happy hour, 

Grave me her sons to rear, 

Her daughters to confess, — 

At one light bound to press 
Upon the starry sphere ! 

To my control this charge ! 

. The spacious world of Thought 
Within my province brought, 
A diocese thus large ! 

The secret of the throne. 

The whisper of the hearth. 

The graver things of earth, 
Her follies all — my own ! 

Above my peers thus blest ! — 
Nor lightly deem me fail 



34 THE KEY9. 

Yet higher heights to scale, 
With Woman's heart confest 

My own, — the glass to show 
In secret all I cared 
To know, — the heart unbared 

Of stranger, friend, or foe ; 

The dawn of Hereby I — 

O joy to Church thus shown. 
Ere Fame her trump has blown, 

Where Danger nestles, he 

Laid, swathed in bandages. 

Of Terror's semblance shorn ! — 
Not always thus forlorn. 

Oft prankt with braveries. 

His banners in the breeze ! 
As dangers crowd I dare. 
The Church, creation's heir, 

Soars higher than the heys^ — 

Her ghostly charge in thrall ! 

An arm she needed yet 

Her mission to abet, 
Secure from luckless fall 

Her power so softly rear'd ; 
The fabled teeth anon 



THE SWORD. 35 

With lavish hands are strown, 
And as of old appeared, 

Quick rising from the earth, 

(She as in haste to speed, 

As wont, a doughty deed, 
Blend with her aim,) due birth 

Of mailed men and spears. 

And shields and panoply 

Complete. Such pageantry 
My eyes regaled. My ears 

Drank in inspiring strains 

Awoke by clarion, fife, 

Drum, serpent, sackbut rife 
With stirring sounds. The pains, 

Unstill'd, my heart bad seized 

To limbo pass'd. My power. 
Assured, the changeful hour — 

Chief dread — defied ; and ceased 

The suit, the apostrophe 

Demeaning Church, — whde I 
From dregs of earth espy 

Boeotian chivalry 

Uprise at call. Due plea 

I found this arm to wield ; — 



■^ 



30 MO>'TFOST. 

Impatient for the field 
Forth 8i)ed, arm'd cap4l-pie, 

. Montfort,* well timed ally, 

Heaven sent to extirpate, 
So papal fears abate, 
Waldensian Heresy 

From holy soiL Campaign 

As fraught with human woe, 
As signaird by the blow 

That levels joy, in vain 

You search in story drear ; 

With horrors would you sup, 
Drain to the dregs the cup 

Of grief, hie here ! hie here !t 

Withal scant sacrifice 

Imperiird Church to save ! 
Nor ruth give we, nor crave, 

Charged with such enterprise ! 

Behold the triumph won ! 

Emblazed the Sword, the Keys ! 

Her hallowed symbols these 
While Time his course shall run I" 

• Father of the Montfort, killed at Eversham, a.d. 1265. 
t See Hallam. Middle Ages. L. i. c i 



EULOGY OP INNOCENT III. 37 

Thus Innocent awoke the lyre, 
And task'd Adventure to aspire, 
Abjure Despair in darkest hour, 
Paralysis of needful power, 
The fatal stroke struck by ourself, 
Permitted not the wicked Elf ! 
His own bright course ! — to wing the thought ! 
And thus by his contagion wrought 
With hopefulness our way we fought ! 

My suit at pause ! — ^but not so soon 
I halt me here, resolve the spell 
Inspires the name of sweetest tone ! 
Yes, Innocent, perforce I dwell 
On thy deserts, to peoples tell 
Of Church beneath thy rule enlarged, 
From leading strings and bonds discharged ; 
A Power to mate the sway of kings. 
The magnates all the laureate sings, 
Nay, plant the foot on sceptres, thrones, 
Allied to temper Church disowns, 
A John abase, bade meek resign 
His kingdom, all, at mandate thine, 
Evoke the Force, with promise good 
To deal with Heresy^ extrude 
The recreant race, as monsters all 



38 CHUBCH UNDER THE REPUBLIC. 

Adjudged to die at instinct's call ; 
A MoNTFORT hurry to the scene — 
To dally not with pest obscene ! 
Give France new proof of papal love, 
Ernest of greater gifts to prove ! 
Not less endear'd thy rule, I trow, 
Confession organised — to sow 
Yet wider Church, forestall the foe ! 



To track anew my wavering tale : — 

With scaring memories firay'd, 
I pass full quick the thickening gale, 
The bark bereft of rudder, sail. 
The crew's alarm, the pilot's wail. 
While yet thy star delay'd. 
The Court and Camp displumed, aghast. 
Church on her own resources cast. 
As tho' unearned her jubilee. 
Reprieve from care and drudgery ; 
Reduced with Heresy to strive. 
To fall perchance, perchance survive ! 
Reft sword and shield — ^her wont to sing, 
Thrown sole upon the pebble, sling. 
How dare the strife 1 arch Heresy 
The foe confronting Holy See ! 



HANGS HER HABP UPON THE WILLOWS. 39 

Confronted thus, nnholp'd by State, 
Her fall as doom'd by stroke of fate ! 
Enow for her in her own right 
With Vice to gird her for the fight, 
If unsubdued, his tactics turn. 
And peace for Church, untroubled, earn. 
The purpose, use of State, I chant, 
Church failing strength her Combatant ! 
Reverse of fate I whilom rued 
Inflamed yet more her pining mood — 
Surcease of strife, unlook'd-for, strange, 
Atween old foes, old Wont to change, 
Not mend, in happier mood dispose, — 
Woes waved to batten sorer woes. 
Give wider marge for Heresy, 
Bid Church endure, the World go free ! 

The harps upon the willows she 

Distressful hung, renounced her glee. 

Renounced her wonted minstrelsy. 

The airs to wildering breezes flung. 

Rings strange the tale ? The harps thus hung 

As wistful sigh'd and sigh'd. 
Or self-impell'd, or haply strung 
By some according Genius, wrung 
Not least with this reverse among 



40 FAVOUB TO ALBION DEPRECATED. 

Eeverses that betide. 
So fondly fancied Church, nor err'd ! 

Fitful awhile and coy the strain, — 
Less wavering now, the chord assured. 

And then anon the wild Refirain ! 



" Shall Albion turn the scale 

Weighed with the Triple Crown, 
A triumph new achieve, inhale 

For obloquy renown, 
Enlist the sympathies we bann'd ? [scann'd ! 
A theme of scorn no more, with kindliest temper 

Estranged no more the Powers 

Perennially at strife ? 
Roll*d in another course the hours, 

With gentler purpose rife ! 
Not less alas ! to rive my heart. 
Those Potentates combined small joy to me impart! 

My lips refuse the song 

The lightened States indulge, — 

Surceased the strife, the plaint, the wrong, 
Joys all the hours divulge ; 

The world at large has caught the tone, 
Alas for Holy Church to her ingrate alone ! 



r\ 



PBOPHETIC VOICES. 41 

Her song of other strain, — 
Unreck'd her love or hate, 

The nations chafing at her rein. 
Her day assigned its date ! 

Denounced in vain the land we fear'd, — 
In ruin lies the pile our toiling hands had rear'd ! " 

Was hush'd awhile the labouring Voice, 

Choked with the swelling theme ; 
Nor impulse felt we to rejoice, 
Our pilotage thus put in poise. 

And like to kick the beam ! — 
The Voice resumes ; — the sadden'd strain 

Drugg*d with prophetic woes ! 
As dread eclipse on Etna's plain — 
Sad monitress of Athens' wane — 
To Nicias * symboll'd lost campaign, 
His baton superseded, vain, 
So seem'd that Voice to bound our reign, 

Prognosticate a close I 

" Say will my bark outlive the storm ? 

With boding breast I heave the cry, 
So doom'd-like shows its shattered form. 

So wild the waves, still surging high, 
* See Plutarch, in vitd. 



42 PEOPHETIC SYMBOLS. 

As charged, rejoicing, with her doom ! 

No ! Heaven itself makes her its prey ; 
That lightning bolt athwart the gloom 

Full on yon bark directs its way, — 
A livid flash expends its rage, — 

*Tis Heaven's own hand has done the deed ! 
Dire portent in portentous age, 

Heaven roused to act, the crisis speed ! 

Tis gone, 'tis gone — the gallant bark, no more 
Our fears or hopes to wake — its glories o'er !" 

Again a pause — to yield to strains • 
As freighted to prolong our pains. 

" A Martyred Crew their state repair ! 

The harps they fondly clutch 
Gave out, I ween, no worthless air, 

Rung to no idle touch ! 
The wreaths they sport desert avouch. 

Life better'd in their sphere, 
The palms they wield the victories such 

Earth grudges not to hear I" 

" No harp / strike the ear to gain, 
Plaint, objurgation, wail, the strain. 



N 



THE MASTTBS' BEFBESENTATIVES. 43 

No wreath / boast the tale to tell 
Of Virtue lighten'd in her cell, 
No palm to tell of Victory, 
The world still unsubdued for me, 
My work as it were yet to be I" 

" The work of old at heart their aim ! 

Not soon resigned the gracious task, 
Their soul with enterprise on flame, 

Exploits that loving patience ask. 
The work we shirked devolved on these, 

The souls life slew / The world no more 
Confederate their foes to please. 

The labourers in her field ignore !" 

" New joyance springs up in their wake, 
On their advance new triumphs break ; — 
The work is done ! — to humble Church, 
At tide of time still in the lurch I 
Ah not for her reserved the praise 
The conquest of the world conveys !" 

" The vision wanes. Ah me distraught ! 

No reign I sight but now I sung, 
As blithesome sung ; controll'd my thought, 

Words not my own upon my tongue ! 
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A MIMIC FIGHT. io 

So rude the charge, recoil ! 

As billows from the rock 
Beat desp'rate back, racked with turmoil. 

And broken with the shock ; 

Successful now as when 

Old Ocean swamps the bar ; 
The lines give way, and broken men 

Traduce their luckless star. 

Eecaird at clang of truce 

The banded hosts dispart. 
And camp- ward wend, compact, diffuse, 

As prompts strategic art. 

Superb the measured tread ! 

No more in view, my ear, 
As echo wills — to pleasance wed. 

Reports them far or near. 

A whisper now the beat. 

And now a torrent roar ; 
The charmed fancy loves the cheat, 

And humours it the more I" 

'* It could not be the land I loved 

Should fail me in my utmost need, 
It could not be the precious seed 

I dropt as o'er her plains I roved 



46 SELF-COMPLACENCY. KECOIL. 

Had borae no fruit to bless my pains, 
It could not be the hearts I taught 
To beat with mine in wish and thought, 

And bear the loss and share the gains 

Our stars entail should lose their cue, 
Resolve the ties that made us one, 
The blood in other channels run, 

And Old affection yield to New." 

" Ah ! no, not precious seed but bane 
I dropt as o'er her plains I roved ; 
Nor vain pretence, ' the land I loved ! ' 

* The hearts I knit !' will bear the strain 

My fingers ply. Give out my lyre 

My mundane aims, ungentle power. 
The tactics varying with the hour 

To swell my state, suppress the fire 

Of Thought, averse ; assure my sway 

In Manhood crippled, Freedom slain ; — 
These chords will better bear the strain, 

And lend my hand a bolder play !" 

Not long the Voice indulged such strain. 
As sudden blighted function, brain ; 



SKA VISIONS. 47 



Restored, anew he strack the lyre, 
Attemper'd to his wonted fire. 

" New scenes arise 
To glad my eyes ; ^ 
Lo I land is gone, 
And seas alone 

Usurp my wondering sight ! 
Bade elem€lit, 
With fond content, 
Unfelt before, 
I ponder o'er 
Thy power dispread 
Away where rears, 
Shot to the spheres, 
Its snow-capp'd head. 
Chill Greenland's pile, 
Mainland or isle ; 
The northern light 
Its scant delight ; 
Or Falkland's boast, 
Divergent most, 
Lists to the roar 
Of wave-wash'd shore, 

Blest with the Cross's light ! 
As proud thy sway 



48 A NEW POWEB AFLOAT. 

Where soars the day, 
Or sinks to rest 
In distant West, 
Or where, midway, 
Isles wanton stray, 
Isles of the Blest 
Our fathers' quest, 
Emerging still 
From fortll the wave 
With joy to thrill 
Adventurer brave, 
Conflicting with Old Night ! 
Lo I Khine-like fortresses 
Bestride the seas. 
And speed their progresses 
As speeds the breeze, 
Or mightier force 
Of novel Steam, 
Earth's glad resource. 
Beyond her dream, 
Kams, vollied flame 
. The Greek to shame, 

Armadas new, 
Full quaint to view, 
Surpassing all 
Our fathers knew. 



THE RISING SUN. 41> 

To work the fall, 

Delay'd too late, 

Of recreant State, 
Dared to no doubtfiil fight ! 

Homage to One ! — 

The work begun, 

Still left undone 

By baffled Sire, 

His hands have wrought, 

Projected higher 

The elder's thought. 

The work is done. 

Homage to One, 
Eedressor of the Eight !" 

" Behold your rising sun !" 
The Voice was hush'd. We listed still, 
With longing of its latent will. 

The unravelment begun. 

" Nor shall you stoop in vain." — 
No more. The Voice its course had run ; 
The chequer'd web of fate was spun, 

And hush'd the wild refrain. 



Alternate thus with Hope and Dread 



50 MONABCHY EESTORED. 

The Church was cheer'd, discomfited, — 
Eude discipline ! Still bright the close ; 
If bathed in briny tears she sows, 
With joy she reaps. Behold renewed 
The self-same France I whilom woo'd ! 
Behold your star no more delay'd, 
Heaven, earth, in brighter hues arrayed ! 
The State assured herself again, 
And graced with old Monarchal reign ; 
The Commonwealth adjudged its day. 
Exotic alien to the clay ! 
Not less the Church repair'd her state, — 
As ark to Gaza relegate, 
• So show'd she in the Commonwealth, 
A thing forlorn and out of health ; — 
That passed, she donn'd her ruddy bloom. 
Addressed her to her lordlier doom. 
Prepared her for a vigorous rule. 
Placed firm her foot upon the School, 
O'erhaul'd the Marriage law, the Creed, 
Made Mary nauseate the need 
Of vulgar grace — what scope for her 
A Saviour's praise to register ? 
Sinless she sings no pardoning grace, 
Or with the ransonCd finds a place, 
Of angels sole frequents the choir. 



PIL6BIMAGE TO TREVES. T) 1 

And with their hymnal tunes her lyre ! 
Nor scrupled Church her joy to flaunt, 
Sport trophied march, exultant chant, 
Trae to her style — Church militant. 
The facile feat recruits her sway, 
Assures her sons a. gaudy day, 
And stragglers catches on the way. 
What need for her of learned tomes ? 
Obeisance at her Presence comes ! 
Church shows herself ! enow, I trow. 
Self-certified as Heaven's own bow ! 
Not Niobe in all her pride, 
Her children nestling at her side. 
Or Cybele — her turret crown 
Ancillary to her renown — 
Competes with her, allured abroad, 
The nations at her presence awed ! 
Church shows herself ! enow, I trow ; 
Her ranks fill full to overflow. 
An idle venture vulgar sweat, 
'Gainst barrenness sure amulet ! 
Her symbols as of old appear. 
The Holy Coat and Skirt uprear 
Their blazonry. Supremacy, 
Blithe Beulah land of Holy See, 
Shone bright beyond as clear'd the mist, 



52 THE PILGETM8. 

Away where sky and mainland kist ! 

A happy time I sing as when — 
(Time meted rare to mortal men !) — 
The Holy Coat constrain'd anew 
The homage to such relic due ; 
(The chord late rung perforce commands 
A fuller blazon at our hands) 
Not loftier soar'd the Church's bliss 
When as of yore — to Church submiss — 
The nations sought sad Salem*s strand, 
Indignant wrench'd from Moslem hand 
The sepulchre where hopeful lay 
The Christ no sepulchre might stay ; 
The Holy Coat the quest sublime 
Of Crusade new — new heights to climb ! 
At Church's bid see, blackening, throng, 
Her votaries the roads along ; 
Mark well the visage, gait, costume ; 

Nay, start not ; — ^reassured, you sight 
A pageant here not all to slight. 
Sweet flowers still nestle round the tomb. 
A higher charm the Aspirant owns 
To sight in these the stepping stones 
To presidential chairs and thrones. 
Or blocks that wait his plastic hand 



TREVES. 53 

To harden in one pile the land ! 

Not less the Church concedes their worth, 

Her glad resource when storms break forth ; 

" The Church in danger " on their tongue — 

Those storms are hush'd, her triumph sung ! 

Persistently she pets the race, 

Of kin to Church distinct the trace, 

Imprinted deep in figure, face ! 

The milk their infant lips expressed 

Extracted pure from mother's breast ; 

The fare supplied their riper growth 

The choicest of her fare in sooth, — 

Confessions, crossings, penance, beads, 

Prostrations, paternosters, creeds ; 

A pilgrimage to Holy Treves * 

The stress of routine fare relieves ; — 

To Treves behold them wend their way, 

Pursue their course the livelong day, 

Nor night-surprised relax them then. 

The strength of each the strength of ten, 

Awaiting fond the glad surprise 

Of sight rare seen by mortal eyes !t 

They drain the fields, the marts, the stalls, 

* See Appendix, Note F. 

t Laing puts the number of the devotees at 1,500,000. See 
" Notes on the German Catholic Church.'* 
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Their ranks still sweU*d as night befalls ; 
A blacken'd mass they crowd the town. 
And lend its walls a new renown; 
Treves wakes again as from the dead, 
O'er rival towns exalts her head, 
Yields if she yields to Aachen * sole, 
Graced with the skirt the Virgin wore 
What time the Holy Babe she bore, 
Placed 'neath her feet the starry pole ! 
Punctilious at holy tide 
See Aachen in her turn sport wide 
Her charge to ravish eyes devout, 
And hearts unsadden'd with a doubt. 
I wot not which, or Holy Treves, 
Or Aachen, higher praise achieves. 
While yon boasts tenure of the Coat, 
This for the Skirt enlists our vote ; 
Infructuous, aimless rivalry, — 
The pride alike of Holy See ! 

If joy I quaffd when at our best 
The crowds to Treves devoutly pressed, 
Avouching Church in credit still, 
Traducers all with shame to fill, 
Not less my joy indulged to sight 
* Aix-la-Chapelle. 



CHURCH CONTENT. 5i) 

A spectacle — full strange to cite : 
(Less rare erewhile the Church beheld 
The spectacle our bosom swell'd) 
A Warrior arm'd from plume to spur 
A suppliant at Church's door ! 
How fear for Church thus reassured, 
The Crowd as yon to grace her lured, 
The Sword as here adroit secured ? 
What lacks her use? The twain combined 
All uses serve, give to the wind 
Misgivings all that haunt her mind. 
Befriended thus Church rides each storm, 

Pursues the tenor of her ways, 
Retains each once accepted Form, 

The consecrated utterance, phrase ; 
In her own courts light pleads her cause, 
And gathers light the light applause. 
With kindred minds her watchwords sports, 
With unction Church's use imports ; 
Hears and but hears complaints that rise 
Of usages that change advise, 
Preferr'd maybe by her own sons, 
Besworn to accept her lead ! — (who runs 
The count may read !) — or plaints that swell 
On every hand lai/ grief to tell, 
Arraigning forms distasteful grown, 



^>6 HER LOVING CARES. 

And utterances with doubt bestrown, 
Or foiling Charity alone ! 
Invoking forms adapted more 
To give the strength exacted sore 
For Function spent at every pore I 
Impugners so ! And still they urge 
Their prayer " abuses" all to purge, 
Non-suited hint at other bar, 
Their own, I trow, toy, secular ! 

But hope revived (full brief her reign, 
As April sunshine tum'd to rain) 
Resolves in comfortless despair. 
While you our son, beyond compare 
Of all the Holy Family,— 
(A goodly group to assure the throne 
That fosters in its turn their own) — 
Devoted chief to Holy See, 
Thus dash to earth, incontinent 

His very life to slay. 
Forgotten all the aid I lent — 
A match for all your armament — 

On yon eventful day ! 



CANTO THIRD. 



ARGUMENT. 

No more Love*s labour lost in fine he sings ; — 

Though Hope protracted long makes sick the heart, 

A Tree of Life it shows, when late it springs ; 
Toil all forgot and disappointment's smart. 

Sad sows the swain, elated reaps the spoil, 

The morning dawn reprieves the watcher's care, 

The ruddy hearth the mechanician's toil. 
Fame comes to bard hia labour to repair. 

Emprise of Pope redress of stricken peace ; 

Adroit he weaves the tissue of his lay ; 
I say not if his song wrought war's surcease, 

Enow, he sung his best, went glad his way ! 



CANTO THIRD. 



Scene cu before. 

Now gently raise your suppliant's head 

Bow'd down with heavy grief ; 
His fortunes all untimely shed, 
The hopes to such like fortunes wed, 
The man at bay, discomfited, 

And quivering like the leaf ! 
Assuage the tears that gush amain 
Adown his beard, his robe distain 
E'en to the skirts — tell-tale ingrate 
Of life conflict with ruthless fate ; 
Restore the pulse now ebbing fast, 
The drain due less to winters past — 
Inane run out — ^than stress of grief, 
Lament for Austria in chief ! 



GO SORROWS OF AUSTRIA. 

Superflaons misfortone s spite 
The sands of life to expedite ; 
Industrious they urge their haste 
In measure as the crystals waste, 
Gallop amain when near the goal, 
As prest to quit distasteful r61e. 

Brief, brief ; fiill lax I plead the cause 
Mi>mentous most, — ^to shame a pause. 
Ah ! Austria, my son, my son, 
X^'tt tbv>a alone, myself undone ! 
My shield thus vilely cast away, 
My K^w unstrung, in disarray 

My $iri\i>i, as cheated of its prey, 

My hcvsid. as unanointed all 

With ih-khr oil to vouch my call ! 

i"^ * UCI it not , , . forbear, forbear . 

Tiji eTv» $^^ ... to abet my prayer . . 

Tlwa Ki\>w *rst so impassive, stem, 

K^J*x'd jives hope of ruth's return . . . 

N^>t aU im^xorable he . . . 

Not all un[\ivimising my plea . • . 

M<^ha|\ my son, this crisis o'er, 
K^WkU* the jmde of days of yore, 
SttSumM anon sword, bow, and shield, 
led now to shame the field. 






THB PAPAL BAN. 61 

Ah ! Austria, son best beloved, 

In stress of need still trustiest proved ! 

Be mine in turn thy part to shield, 

In council strive as thou afield . . . 

Improve my ghostly armoury . . . 

If need of such extremity, 

Revive the ban*. . . sure remedy 

In happier days . • . still lists me pause . . . 

Subserves the ban, as now, our cause. 

Or cumbers more ? . . . not now the day 

When nations track'd, disturbed, its way 

Athwart their sky, confest to fright 

As when a comet met their sight, 

And monarchs ere aware confest 

Like fears as sudden, stout, possest 

The Chaldee in his pride of state, 

Awoke to see — traced on the wall, 
By strange hand traced, — the lines of fate, 

Surcease of life, throne, kingdom, all ! 
His joints are loosed, his cheek is flush'd, 
His knees are rock'd, his voice is hush'd ! . . 
E*en such the terrors of the ban 
In happier days ; — if on the wane, 
Not meanless all, or void of power, — 
The blow conspiring with the hour ! . . . 
* See Appendix, Note G. 



Q2 FIDELITY OF AUSTRIA. 

So timed, e'en he succumbs, tho' now 

Elate his air, entwined his brow 

With victor bays, regaled his ear 

With victor shouts . . . forbear, forbear. 

Ah ! Sire, unblamed the interlude — 

The sorrows known perforce intrude 

On pontiff's breast, enchafed sore 

For Austria perill'd, — bade deplore 

In her reverse the whirlwind sown, 

The Church's sword, shield, standard strown ! 

Where now presumes she on such aid, 

The hand as stout to draw the blade ? 

Unfriended now she mourns her part. 

As mourns forlorn the stricken hart, 

Her comrades gone — to edge the dart ! 

Enough. To pontiff griefs adieu, — 

More fitting Austria's griefs I rue, 

Enforce the debt to Austria due. 

Enforce the deeds without a peer, — 

Still ringing sweet in memory's ear, — 

Achieved in cause of Holy See, 

Confronted sore with Heresy ! 

Fond Memory aid thou the lays 

Attuned to speak my Austria's praise, 

The chivalrous state that braved the field 

When sister states were fain to yield, 



THE REFOEMATION. 63 

Discomfited, repair'd her power, 
And sturdier showed for Fortune's hour. 
Vanquished anew, eschew*d despair, 
As lion fierce forced to his lair ;* 
Still true to Rome — by deeds exprest. 
In turn with papal blessing blest. 
So pilot labouring sights the pole, 
With Heaven's response assures his soul ! 



When Reformation dawn'd (so call 
The era new, unblest withal. 
That wakes my lay, awakens sole 
To signalize my Austria's role). 
Shedding strange light on Monk in cell 
Intent to sight the Invisible, 
The boundaries pass of credible ; 
Or Warrior in tent, inspired 
Himself with search the convent fired, 
And prest, when paused exhausted war — 
Rude Mars no more the ascendant star — 
To address him to a sturdier strife. 
With perils more than mortal rife ; 
(So Jephthah, Barak, Gideon, 
Of old their double guerdon won) 
* See AppencUx, Note H. 



64 OLD IDOLS SUPERSEDED. 

Or lower still efifused its rays 
On Artisan at wheel or loom, 
Or trammelless, ensconced at home, 
Fond musing o'er the ingle blaze, 
Or lured abroad by brake, hill-side, 
Or where the rushing waters glide. 
As emulous to mate the flow 
Of thoughts a braver movement know, 
Or symbolizing thought their own. 
Bound onward to a life unknown ! 

When then, thus. Reformation wrought, 
Illusory, with mischief fraught. 
To ban the good it specious brought, 
Express to grave Authority, 
The credit of Saint Peter's chair, 
(Ah ! what will innovation spare 1) 
Her patent of Supremacy, 
Fond visions all of Holy See ; 
When then, thus, Reformation wrought, 
And usher'd in the reign of Thought, 
In conflict with use, canons, rules. 
The dogmas, glosses of the schools. 
Traditions all our sires believed, 
Themselves of their own sires received, 
The soul made her own sanctuary. 



^ 



NEW IDOLS. fi/l 

As i^e enshrined the Deity, 
To doom superfluous Holy See ! 
When then — as thus — who interposed, 
And bravely with the danger closed. 
Stood in the breach ? Indign to ask ! 
See Austria sole essay the task, 
Pursue it with a stanchless love, 
As with old Rome her life she wove, 
As in a kindred cause she strove ! 

A world inverted now I sing, 

While License soars on ready wing, 

And thro' the champaign takes his swing ! 

The Powers controll'd the world before 

Forswear their part — their province o'er ! 

Alas for wonted calm, repose, 

No rest the labouring anvil knows ; 

Change rules the hour, and in her wake 

Still Change, as task'd for Change's sake ! 

Behold the Idols now engage 
The homage of the recreant age, 
Bend to their service doughtiest names, 
With prestige new advance their claims. 
Another muse provides the lays. 
Appropriate more to point the days — 



QO EARLY PRINTING. 

Earth entered on a novel course — 

To task a still unequal force ; 

Church lapsed, no more the ascendant star, 

For very life with Earth at war ! 

The lays suffice to mark the age, 

The mummers new that crowd the stage. 

For this alone my care engage ! 

" See triumphs new ! As birds on wing 
The mystic sheets disport them far ; 

Earth dower'd with a novel thing. 
The culmination of her star ! 

All worshipped star ! On Strasburg proud 
Direct it pours its thrilling rays ; 

Her honour'd lot Earth trumpets loud, 
As better'd her own lot surveys ! " 

" And Toil expands ! Not Church alone 
Commends his pains, yet other piles 

Start up, with gloriea all their own ; 

Wide o'er the scene the Mansion smiles 

O'er hill and dale winds on the Koad, 
New climes to knit, the market swell. 

Ease staggering Commerce of his load. 
The Bridge is fain his tale to tell." . . . 



^ 
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" And Serfdom hears far off a voice 

In wolds and fens to bid, Kejoice, 

Hope smiles on you ; behold redress 

Of villenage rank, pitilelss, 

In new-evoked Humanity, 

Charged chief to set the Prisoner free ! " 

'' See Law in force to shame the htiift I 
Resource, inane, of vulgar strife, 
Replenished still with stroke of steel. 
As Hydra apt his wounds to heal ! " . . . 

" And still the State puts forth new throes, 
And still to higher purpose shows, 
Enforced what to herself she owes. 

Not apt with Church to share her power. 
Beseeming reverently her dower. 
The duties pending on the hour. 

The Burgesses a glory wear 

To mate with Priest, as eam'd their share 

Of honour waiting on their chair. 

Nor muse they sole on wealth and state, 
Tet graver aims their thought dilate, 
The aims on Freedom, Culture wait ! " 
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" See Mendicancy 'bate his wail, 

And Poverty forswear his rags, 
And Labour raise him in the scale, 

And Enterprise that never flags ; 
And Independence rear his head, 

Of meaner cares remit the age. 
And Leisure trim, to Pleasance wed, 

Court healthful Sport, or Lettered Page." 

Oh ! wild delirious dream, inane, 
And all too mundane life, 
The life men woo, fond entertain. 
Divorced from stress and want and pain, 

Abjectness, duress, strife ! 
Far other life Church signalized — 
Life abnegated, sacrificed ! 
Condition sole of Heaven above, 
AU love of earth a rival love ! 
Of what avail the Church's balm, 

If men thus medicate their bane, 
For wasting care sink Church's calm. 

To sorer griefs Invention strain ? 
Superfluous lay artifice, 
Church cater'd still for vulgar bliss, 
The joyance, freedoms life demands. 
In measure dealt by her own hands ; 



/^ 
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What more ? Behoved her hold the rein, 
Control at need the fiery wain, 
Not answerable to Heaven in vain ! 

Or if with Art she blends her vows, 

To Artist's hands commends the brush, 

Assigned to deck the Martyr's brows, 
Or tears that from the Virgin gush 

At hint of woes that wait her Son — . 

Her sorrows with her fame begun ! 

Or gorgeous Fanes her care engage, 

Divined no unbeseeming stage 

Whereon to enact her braveries ; — 

So far extend her charities ; — 

Behoves her also wake the soul 

To flights beyond her safe control j 

Break up the fountains of the deep, 

Unwont its ancient bounds to keep ; 

Awake to Scie7ice, Freedom, Thought, 

Invention with confusion fraught ] 

Or needs she Toil to recreate. 

For sports, that desecrate the State, 

Easign Carousals, Carnivals, 

Masques, Masquerades, Eouts, Festivals, 

Prescribed some saint to glorify. 

Pattern of ghostly sanctity, 
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Processions trim, with banners gay, 

While crowds on tip-toe line the way, 

At casements throng, or climb the trees, 

Thick as in spring-tide swarm the bees ; 

So picturesquely dight the scene, 

Heaven's blue more blue, earth's green more green 1 

Ah ! happy days for ever fled, 

The Church begirt with reverend love ; 
As parents trod, so children tread 

The path prescribed to heaven above. 

No doubts disturbed their tranquil breast, 
No lips demurred the creeds to chant ; 

The points that tender Thought unrest. 
Or seem sweet Charity to flaunt, 

Check*d not the strain. So Church had taught. 

Loud through the aisle their voices broke ; 
Nor gentle lips betray'd a thought 

Incontinent of Church's yoke. 

Soft glided on the current of their soul. 

Away from christening font to death's dull goal ! 

And all abroad mute Silence reign'd. 

Save when the bells broke out for prayer 
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At early dawu, or loader rairCd 

The sparse return of blithesome fair. 

Those gala days ! — ^too fleet they past, 

Devote to pastime-^airy joys ; 
The swains in festive gear recast, 

The maids e'en gayer than the boys ! 

They gave nor Church nor State unrest, 
Subserved their purpose in their play, 

Clutched Fortune's hour ; transported, blest. 
With uncouth mirth dull Thought to slay. 

The simple age with simple lore was nursed. 
No Tree of Good or ill their avarice cursed. 

No more, no more the pageant scene 
Enchants as in those early days j 

Or penance lifts the veil between 

Delights of heaven and sinful ways. 

No more, no more the Pilgrim's staff 
Assures the path with safety trod ; 

E'en Neophytes contemptuous laugh, 

Taught as their sires the things of God : 

The prickly vest for sin's redress. 

The hose! unchanged for sweltering years, 



I'l SUIT FOR AUSTRIA RESUMED. 

The life devoid of comeliness, 

The man a portent 'mid his peers. 

That type of saintly life evanish'd, past, 

As drifts the leaf strown by rude winter's blast ! 

On languid ears our nostrums fall : — 

Fasts, scourgings, penalties and pains. 

Alternating with Carnival, 

In turn to clutch, relax the reins, 

Distrusted all ! — Too fond resource. 

Could these the needful peace afford. 

Compound for sinful Passion's course. 
Give warranty of Heaven's accord ! 

What sacrifice, uncouth, refuse. 

So sinful man might hug his sin. 

Defy the bolt that latent brews. 

Or asp uncharm'd that gnaws within 1 

Old nostrums impotent, their credit strown. 
Fare meet for Child inept for Titan grown ! — 

But all too wild my devious lay, 
Charged Austria*s praises to essay. 
Her prowess in the trying hour. 
When Reformation shook the power 



LUTZEN. 

Of Holy Church, rude overthrew 
Tradition, Wont, Authority, 
The pillars all of Holy See, 
From her retreat Opinion drew. 
Misgiving, Doubt, — ^her co-mates all ; — 
Enow ; — she lists a feebler call ! 

Sweet touching sympathy, 
Enforced, I wot, with stirring deeds ; 
The chivalrous adornment feeds 

Our cloister minstrelsy. 

Nor lack*d her armoury resource 
Of stratagem commix'd with force ; 
For vulgar muscle not alone — 
Despite detraction's envious tone — 
Her laurels won. Wary the foe ; 
Nor less beseemed it her, I trow, 
With foeman's wiles the soil to sow. 
Thus Austria : First in the fight. 
In council first. — Hard task to cite 
The noble deeds this scroll records, — 
Meet praise indeed despair of words, — 
Yet tax I must thy favour'd field, 
Lutzen, that saw great Gustav* yield 
His fiery souL Grateful his fate, 
* See Appendix, Note I. 
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(Heroic worth disarms my hate !) 
Though tithed with loss of Pappenheim, 
(Name worthy of a loftier rhyme) 
Entranced, ere yet he closed his eyes, 
In solace of death's agonies, 
To catch the echoing acclaim, 
That told Gustav of lofty name, 
In Eome*s avenge, had bit the dust 
Enow. He has fulfiU'd his trust ; 
Gustav's no more, and Heaven is just ! 

Or Magdeburg, inspiring name ! 
Bartholomew scarce higher claim 
Prefers to memory, service high. 
Medallions, salvos, pageantry, 
Tt Deuma sweet to Deity ! 
A hecatomb behoved the Church, 
And Tilly spared ungain research 
Of ruthless hand to fire the pile ; 
Devotion high ! Kome breathed awhile ; 
Her foes to fiery vengeance bow'd, 
And Magdeburg a beacon show'd ! 

Less known the laurels that entwine 
Thy brows, sweet Salzburg,* simply thine 

* See Carlyle*8 Frederick the Great, b. ix. c. 3. See also Ap- 
pendix, Note J. 



"% 



SALZBUBO. 10 

Till late the bays the landscape gives ; 
The wreath thou boastest now outlives 
Those bays, I ween ; — still lists me show 
The pains boon Nature, Art bestow 
To reproduce the piquant East, 
Lend Western eyes a novel feast ; 
So massive shows the gorgeous pile, 
While Nature's feats the sight beguile, 
Tinting with purple hues the sky, ' 

That bounteous feed the orient eye ; 
Enrobing earth — heath, wood, hill- side. 
With green, our glossiest green to chide, 
Of yon remoter clime the pride. 
Not least yon stream* that boils along, 
To hint of lifey awakes my song ! 
Or Alps inspire, that distant rise, 

White robed, as meet, to take their stand 
On confines of the heavenly land. 
Confront the gaze of neighbour skies ! — 

But truce to scenery, 
Though vouched so fair ; — Salzburg renown'd 
For witching scenes the world around, 
As Eden fair, or haunted ground. 

Has nurtured Heresy ! 

Begone I fly for your lives, 

* The Salza. 
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The leprosy is in your skirts, 

No second thought your flight diverts, 

Who flies alone survives ! 
Begone ! No stay ; the plague is spent ; 
Firmian, as fitting his new charge, 
Of Heresy incontinent, 

Devote to cleanse the Church, enlarge, 
Has happy clearance made 
Of all the tainted sheep that erst 
Within the fold had errant burst, 
Or haply nestled there, uncurst. 

What time our zeal decay'd. 
Till late an unsuspected lot ; — 
And see, the cavalcade has got 
Beyond the walls ; and now yon down. 
Westward, they climb, a motley mass. 
Sire, matron, nursling, yonker, lass. 
Making slow way for Eatisbon ; 
Or onward still — to Potsdam, far 

From cherish'd home, fond scenes of youth, 
Fond faces, too ; — oh ! baleful star. 

Oh ! doom of banishment uncouth ! — 
(To bid sweet ruth awhile prevail. 
Nor Holy Church throw in the scale !)— 
I heed their unembarrassed air. 
Though careful not oppressed with care ; 
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AUSTBIA TSUE. 

A fix'd resolve runs in their blood, 

As trends to sea the steady flood. 

'Rude winter howls in savage mood, 

And slight their gear and scant their food ; 

But the high prize above reserved ; — 

So minded they, — still steadfast nerved 

For Duty— in extremity ! 

More heeds not Church, contented she 

So Salzburg banish Heresy. 

The tears we shed stiU loyal shed ; 
Kuth reasserts her scouted sway. 
With Church full oft contests the day, 

Upbraids her with her scutcheon red. 

Inane ! if high her pedigree, 

Church arrogates precedency, 

Beyond aU care enlists our care ; 

The bond slave's son is not the heir, 

A serf endured, induced to soar, 

The patriarch shows his son the door ! 



Thus Austria with glory crown'd. 
Her camp stiU pitch'd on holy ground. 
Her spoils still laid at Church's feet, 
A sacrifice unmix*d, complete, 
Ensample high, devotion meet ! 



THE HUGUENOT. 

Nor pause I here, bade homage pay 
To other feats — to mend my lay; 
For feats fair Salzburg boasts essay 
The feats yet fairer France achieved. 
What time the king she honours most 
(Of Church and State alike the boast) 
Expell'd the Huguenot, aggrieved 
For loss, despite to Holy See, 

(Not Turk or Jew her wrath so slftr'd. 
Or at her bar like sentence heard,) 
The State meanwhile in jeopardy ! 
Behoved our new Saint George abate 
The scourge alike of Church and State, 
Avert from France no lesser bane 
Than Albion rues in Puritan ; 
Diversely hight their nature one, 
Submission in their programme none ; 
Where roots itself the odious race 
Democracy in feather, face, 
Kings, kaisers, thanes in low esteem, 
The people sole the petted theme, 
Kestraint on Conquest, War imposed, 
The avenue to Glory closed. 
The grandeur of " ideas" ignored. 
Low grovelling tastes amain explored ; 
Still chafes at precedent the land, 
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Opinion rife on every hand, 
Truth wistful winnow'd as the sand, 
Not given as from Saint Peter's chair. 
The thought to fix or thought to spare ! 

Oh joy to France ! her cause has sped, 

The Huguenot is dead, is dead ; 

That Apparition challenged^ laid, 

AfGdghts no more the clement shade ; 

No more to, France comes Huguenot, 

Or herald with like message fraught. 

Ah what were France — (to grace the thought, 

Disport awhile in fancy's ray,) — 

Had Huguenot achieved the day, 

Leaven'd with his beliefs the land. 

Procured his reveries to expand. 

His " burgher rights and privilege," 

Akin to treason, sacrilege. 

His bounded duties to the throne. 

Duties to Church accorded none ? 

Ah Huguenot those dragonades 

But lightly pay your escapades ; 

Here Albion, Holland, Germany, 

Take hence our superfluity, — 

Hands train'd to witching industry, 

The sacrifice full lightly made, 
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So Chnrch respired, her trouble sUy'd, 
Resource in aid of fond Expence, 
The Bhuadishments bewitch the sense. 
All exigent Magnificence ! 
Resource in aid to feed the poor. 
Remit the tasks laid at Uieir door. 
Resource in hand, resource in store, 
France gives up all, true to herself. 
And Holy Church, her guardian elf. 

Henceforth we sped rejoicingly, 
Dij^rsed the clouds bedimm*d the sky. 
Dispersed the lurid cressets drear 
Were wont to fire the hemisphere — 
To whisper Huguenot of fear ! 
K puttering drops on Rhine-land fell,* 
Or distant West grave tidings tell, 
Slight rues the land — too distant fitr 
The shock with present joys to jar ; 
Continuous flows the nation s bliss, 
Loose foots it the metropolis ; 
The Church in chief partakes delight, 
The Huguenot abased, in flight, 
The land her own to work her will, 
Her Heaven-avouch'd pretence fulfil, 
* Appendix, Note K. 
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MITIGATION OF JOY. Si 

A happy time inaugurate, 

An atmosphere of Mind create, 

The life alike of Church and State, 

The lawlessness of Power arraign, 

And Pleasure, Vanity restrain. 

Let Knowledge loose on healing wings, 

Precursor of diviner things. 

Bid sprout the land with virtue, worth, 

Make France the pride, the joy of earth. 

Assure the world, reduce to shame 

Impugners of her reverend name ; — 

The Church a sign to every age, 

A light to light the future page ! 

Yet may I not a joy declare 

As all exempt from tainting care. 

While rival phantoms crowd the stage 

The Huguenot but now left free j — 
Show'd they ZiA firstlings of the age 

New usher'd in, — a prophecy 
Of danger new to Church and State, 
Still doom'd to rock with throes of fate ? 
The Huguenot but now cashier'd 
Gives way to sprites not all endear'd. 
As thus, — ascribe we to his star 
The spell that stay'd the plague thus far ? 



^'2 PRIVILEGE. 

Ingrate the thought ! still lists me tell, 
Full frank, what startled France befell 
When as she bann'd the Huguenot, 
And joy'd her in her happy lot. 

A dismal group, if gay their guise 1 — 
First Privilege, in feather high, 
You yield the path as he goes by, 
He lieeds it not in any wise ; 
His entrances and exits all. 
For blazon, as unheeded, call ; 
Nor churlish sole, — to save his own. 
Behold the world with terror sown. 
Convulsed alike state, altar, throne ! 
His title yields him no debate, 
As Heaven-conferr'd his high estate ; 
Not given, I ween, to impart his store, 
Charm of his life — secured the door 
'Gainst comers all from frieze to floor. 

Nor tarries airy Phantasy 
To improve her hour. Not lonely she, 
Companion'd by a swarming crowd, 
Mincing their gait, their parlance loud ; 
And Honour nice, adroit to weigh 
Offence, his ready cure display. 



\ 



ASCENDENCY OF WOMAN. ^3 

And Gentle Birth to Hauteur wed, 
And Fashion by Ill-favour bred, 
And Ceremony, Caprice's thrall, 
And Etiquette, the soul of all. 

Of darker hues the onward view, — 
But other lays the theme pursue. 
Appropriate more to point the time, 
With follies new-installed chime. 
Howbeit not all approved the lays, 
Harsh to the muse, not rare, the phrase, — 
She takes the first remembrance brings, 
And in such notes as offer sings. 

" Not less your happy hour you spy, 
Fond, gentle Woman* sure ally ; 
Derisively, judged by that eye. 

You laugh at Salique law, 
Design'd your rule to ban, exclude 
From jealous France, — enactment rude, 

And valid as a mw ! 
What tho' the crown decks not your brow, 
Yet see we at your footstool bow 
E'en crowned heads. Confest your reign, — 
Nor less your gentle influence rain 
* Appendix, Note L. 
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On Holy Church, all innocent 
Of complot vain, impertinent." 

" And Jesuitry — superfluons all 
To point your hour, report the ball 
As at your feet ; — not so supine 
The adept of the papal shrine ! 
The seed-time eagle-eyed you spy. 
The ground prepared to glorify 
The prestige of your husbandry ; 
Gamish'd in full and swept the house, 
With promise of a long carouse ! 
Grown vapid Old Morality, 
A safer venture Casuistry ; 
Professors all in fond request, 
While rocks the heart, but not to rest ! 
Still brief your reign, e*en now my ears 
Report inquietude and fears 
For chartered Bight, as set his sun, — 
Ah knew you but that rock to shun !" 

Lists yet my ear ! — " Ah baffled might, 
While thus the file asp-like you bite. 
Insensate more ! possessed to raze 
The tablets of the heart, eflFace 
The mystic writing copied there," 



LIBBETY AND HETERODOXY. 83 

With added note of " Hell's despair !" 



Ah me distraught, too easy scared ! 
My onward path well-nigh despaired, 
While phantom shapes my path waylaid, 
And deeper fell the lowering shade ; 
It opes anew, untroubled, fair, 
Invites me by its placid air 1 

A foremost joy indulged to see 
Abased the shrines to Liberty^ — 
Or better styled of Anarchy, — 
Late fondly rear'd ! — the Huguenot, 
With burgher dreams of Freedom fraught, 
Made Heterodoxy doubly naught. — 
Strange household gods their power forswear, 
A race suspect, of dubious air, 
Unblest in popish calendar. 

Pretendcm first, bestirred, sedate. 
To charge her with affairs of State ! 
Bestirred in turn to task the Church, 
From porch to chancel urge the search, 
O'erhaul her creed, claims, service all. 
Nor blench at the Confessional, 



86 SPECULATION. 

Presumption mounting high and higher, 
Unscared before Heaven's altar fire ! 

And Speculation — near akin 

To her dismissed, her forte within, 

Distinctive feature of the sprite, 

Her eyes inflamed with truant light, 

New wing'd for flight — no vulgar thing — 

Icarian flight on waxen wing ! 

Scornful her flight as venturous proved, 

A movement where Church had not moved, 

Her lead by compact set aside. 

As powerless the age to guide ! 

And Independence — churlish, lone. 
Scarce won his kith and kin to own, 
Still on himself unkindly thrown ! 
On self-poised wings aloft he flies, 
And misses thus or wins the skies ! 
As Saul above his fellows high, 

As trustful ever in himself, 
Suflici^nt he to creep, to fly. 

Disdainful of a guardian eK ! 
A Samuel needs he by his side, 
As his own type, his steps to guide, 
Or care of Church supplies his need. 



I 



INDEPENDENCE. 87 

Persuaded he to accept her lead ! 

No sprite to Church refractory more, 

Exacting ever higher lore 

Than lists her quote : — Authority, 

The dogmas all of Holy See, 

As common things to sift, to test ; 

The Church's postulate, at best ! 

Her claims adjudged to meet their fate 

On ground of evidence, debate ! — 

As thus her reverend claims to paint ! 

The Man exalt above the Saint, 

The Church at her own shrine attaint 1 

Thus Independence troubled Church ; — 

Her marvel less impell'd to search 

His kin, his haunts. The offender rank 
Home-life, from scrutiny released, 
The portals closed to access of Priest ; 

The articulation all too frank, 

The atmosphere distempqr'd sore, 

The tastes still savouring errant lore, 

Stray lights, as native to the scene. 

The hearth, the beams, the pictured screen ! 

Her wrongs thus swoU'n to overflow ! 

And still without redress, I trow. 



A imrjiui lS^m& "x ^eetHid tibit 
Tilt ^'^oxjnrH . * uiymmTiI<d iio-w« 

T J tije iss bdx«»es& kiTe ikk seen I 
No porcoxe o£ ^i( GodhpMid tli«e, 

Or poKraCTi«i. ^ttokIj fiir. 

Of Mazy scafied o& ker tluone* 
Whli a£crtbatik»]3s all Im- o vn. 

Of fiertid He&Tmi the eentzaJ caure, 

Oinss^Bg sw«et iier nestHi^ son 

To cmpliaaiR ho- biniizoii ; 

DeTice of crooks cn)isss. tmngley 

Of impoit bi^ indSabk ! 

Cantrast to H*>ly Church complete, — 

Her worship beautified, as meet, 

With ornament to feed the sense, 
With lacqueriDg and colours gay. 
And lights competing with the day. 

Intensify its appetence ; 

* The Hugaenot place of worship. 
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A slight on Giurch, (to involve the Fair, 
Intent in such like feats to share, 
See symbolized her fancies there,) 
A slight on all her boast sustains, — 
The halo'd saints, the storied panes. 
The steaming clouds of incense bred. 
The gorgeous vests, the measured tread 
Of stoled priests, what time they pace, 
Now screen'd, now bared, the sacred place, 
Witching the while the listening ear 
With strains delighted angels hear. 
The organ's notes to swell the theme. 
The senses lap as in a dream. 
Such dream as youthful converts sight, 
Associate of seraphs bright. 
Their soul beyond this world in flight ! 
The " Amen " tone, to clothe with power 
Unapprehended to that hour ; 
To reinforce the sense profound 
Kedouble fierce the volleying sound — 
To shake the statued saints around. 
And yet again, in louder strain. 
Its deep significance sustain ! 

"^Esthetics all 1" — so Huguenot — 
" Of Ethics an abortive store, 



90 DIANA. 

Provision for the senses — forgot 

The loftier soul, the subtler lore 
Befits her tastes, adjusted not 

To find their aliment " — no more, 
The thronging nations come and go, 
Nor care that higher tyi)e to know, 
Content the Church their part defines, 
Their labour to their strength assigns, 
Not cumbered harsh the learned lines ! 

Not more elate the heart of Priest 

At Ephesus of yore 
To eye the crowds that onward prest 
To sight the shrine in glory drest 

And at the sight adore ; — 
An uncommended sight, I ween. 
While they Diana, Virgin Queen,* 

(So hight !) their idol made ; — 
To urge their shame — on her conferred 
(Oh sottishness rare registered, 

To deepen foU/s shade,) 
Charge of the Fair in labour-pains ! 
In mid career the chase she reins^ 
Her ear assail'd with labour-strains ; 
While yet a moment more she gains 
* Appendix, Note M. 



MARY. 01 

The deer shot from the glade, 
That moment see her side by side 
With fair one sad her pangs to chide, 

Her crowning wishes aid ! 

Thus they — ^to idle fancies given, 
Deserted left by wrathful Heaven, 
While we, discreet, to Mary give — 
(Her dwelling not in woods, on high !) — 
The ear to hear at Labour's cry. 
The hand due solace to supply, — 
Sweet Mary's sole prerogative ! 
Hight Virgin Queen to edify, 
And fitter far Maternity 
To patronize, fond dignify, 
Than Dian girt with quiver, bow, — 
What part for her in Labour's throe. 
Scourge of the scared and hapless roe ! 
Confusion light on traffickers, 

(The vulgar still their easy prey) 
To back Diana's praise 'gainst hers, 

Obstruct (vain thought !) the onward way 
Of Mary to her destined throne. 
Seat worthy Mary's self alone ! 
Two mortal hours * they cried amain, 
* Acts xix. 53, 34. 



92 DAWS OF THE GSKAX. KETOLUTIOX. 

Dba of Ephesos the strain. 
Hot image of no earthy ware. 
Conglomerate of upper air, 
A miracle they swear, they swear ! 

Their cry the knell of sin ! — 
But I digress, while tempting themes 
Still cross my path. So cooling streams, 

As fresh from Hippocrene, 
As o'er his track they course their way, 
Constrain awhile the Pilgrim's stay 

To slake the thirst within ! 



The scene has changed and phantoms drear 
Distract my sight, — scarce less my ear 
Is pain'd to list the horrid crimes 
That clog the tale of later times. 
The Church had quell'd the Huguenot, 
And joy'd her in her happy lot ; — 
To land her own to work her will, 
Her high pretence uncheck'd fulfil, 
Hills, valleys, all bade yield to her — 
To show the world her calibre ! 
The School her own, the Press withal, — 
If ope to Vice's summons she^ 
The portals closed to Heresy, 
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PARALYSIS OF CHURCH AND STATE. 93 

Admission not within her call. 
Churcli rallies her for Vice at large, 
Soul-wasting Heresy in charge ; 
Less hostile yon, aims not direct 

At Churches life, authority, 
Kelents full oft to purge the effect, 

Express in aid of Holy See, 
Bids gorgeous Fanes their fronts erect, 

The age's boast, with tracery. 
And storied windows winsom deck'd. 

And 'Spitals, Fonts, her sympathy 
With grief to tell. Such oft her key. 
When so subdued, redressful she ? 
Her own the Court, the Camp, the Bar, 
And Fashion, aye the ascendant star. 
And everywhere the easy ear 
That hears but what it lists to hear. 
Whence then these scenes the blood to chill, 
The hoary head with stupor fill. 
While ever higher swells the flood 
To scare in turn the men of blood ? 
The State distraught, the Church express. 
And tortured still the cause to guess. 
Lack'd she the husbandry to rear 
The Saviour virtues, grand, severe. 
Resource of State when bursts the storm, 



9i OHUBCU'S CENSER NAUGHT. 

Or pledge that here no tempests form ? 
Assurance good 'gainst eating Time, 
Conspiring still against her prime, 
Or outbreak rude of Fortune's heir, 
Forced on her need — all choice to spare, 
A plank to cling to in despair ! 
The virtues all that speak the free, 
Make practicable Liberty, 
Impossible a Tyranny 1 
Whence teems the land with sprites so dread, 
The plague unstay'd, while Aaron's hand 
Yields not the incense in demand, 
The censer naught, with refuse fed ? * 
Whence rocks the Church as rocks the bed 
When earthquake wakes the drowsy night. 
Or dons the hurricane his might ] — 
The Church but quiver'd with the blast, 
With passing terrors sole aghast ! 
No greater scathe those squalls effect, 
A thousand such leave Church erect, 
A thousand such braved Church erewhile. 
Nor bated aught her lofty style, 
A thousand more prefers to brave. 
Such like, than face the onset grave 
Of ONE dread blast, the squall of Fate 
* Numbers xvi. 48. 



PROPHETIC VOICES. O-J 

That sweeps but to exterminate ! 

Beyond our pale strange voices rose, 

Prophetical of coming woes ; 

Church more obtuse gave no alarm, 

Or fearing for herself no harm, 

As in the fabled waters dipt 

^To turn the shaft — of danger stript ! 

Ere burst the storm the blithest she, 

Unwitting of an enemy 

To rank with buried Heresy ! 

Still no unmingled grief I rue ; 

Of spectre sights that scared our view 

One, one our eye was spared to see, — 
More fearful far that sight, I ween, 
Than Church then saw, as yet has seen, 

Since first she stalk'd a History. 

Not sweep of War, collapse of State, 
A Lyons' massacre. 

Gaunt Famine storming at the gate, 

Appalling forms of Vengeance, Hate, 

No Dante might delineate, 
A Carnival of Fear, 

Or Tocsin scaring wide the land, 

Or Fire or Sword in maniac's hand. 

Or ghastly Guillotine, rear'd high. 



i 







96 * PUBLIC opnnoK. 

As pointed to the insnlted sky, 

Haxlot Reason personify 

When all went mad : not these, I trow. 

Or one or all, like terror show 

To frighted Chnrch as Sprite abhcyi^d,*— 

I name him not, nnapt the word 

To grace my verse, to grace my tongue. 

Albeit with ties of verse nnstrong. 

While Inckless words ill-luck infer. 

Her still preluding harbinger, 

Affiighting Ciar and PontiflTs ear! 

Ourself entiench'd in Capitol, 

To inroad deem'd impregnable. 

And flank*d with pride of Old Renown, 

The boh'i-noor of papal crown. 

And panoplied with gho&tly might, 

That shows me as a god, 
With Heaven's artillery arm'd to smite 
Contumacy, rear'd to his height. 

Annihilate at a nod 
Each towering foe ; — assured by these. 

And stray reserves of Scruples, Fears 
Light camp'd around ; coy votaries, 
Still whispering Courage in my ears, 
* Public Opinion,— so called. 



BOME HALLOWED 6B0UND. 97 

Dubious of change and ills unknown 

As waiting fall of papal throne ; — 

Assured no less on Fancy's part, 

Accrediting adroit her art, 

The while she simulates my seat 

The Shining Ones' superb retreat, 

The counterpart of city fair, 

John saw,* as eyes of flesh could bear, 

Descending from the heavenly sphere, 

Where God himself might dwell, while here^ 

On nether ground, his saints anear ! 

Grouping the charms of each fair spot. 

Where blithe of heart the Pilgrim comes, 
Changes for sweet retreats the slums 

Of life behind, where life is not ! 

Thus stout assured — the shock of strife 

Subversive all of papal life ! 

So rude the Sprite, insatiate, — 

Installed in the papal state 

To papal rule and state adieu, — 

Triumph for him, for me despair ; 

My Old Domain, so passing fair. 

Or lowering stem in foeman*s view. 

Resolved, — a dream, a memory 

To point a scorn or prompt a sigh 

* Revelation zxii. 

G 
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As varying visions fare ; 
The spell unwound by subtler spell, 
My rule rang out as with a knell, 
My castle proof 'gainst gates of hell 
' A castle in the air ! 

E*en such your fate, confronted thus ! 

One only remedy assign'd 

To assure us twain, give to the wind 
Each haunting thought, solicitous, 
AccoED entire, and plighted hands, — 
A union, this, the world commands 1 
Kaiser and Pope must fraternize, 

Sunder d, they may not hold their own ; 
Tempted to individualize 

Their power alike awanting shown ! 
So judged the monarch, Louis hight, 
In Church descried resource of might 
Kesource of fickle State to slight i 
What part for him ¥rith Huguenot ? 
The Sprite in embryo^ I wot. 
With his surcease surceased our dread. 
So well that coup (THat had sped ; 
Though less the State than Church approved 
Such counterpoise to Power removed. 
The loss to France of kindred blood. 



LOUIS XIV. AND NAPOLEON HI. 99 

The novel lore nipt in the bud, 
The mazims safe at market, change, 
Imperial Thought's extended range. 
The life beyond rude Instinct pass'd. 
The Human more distinctive cast, 
The chasten'd tastes, the social base. 
The graver aims, the inner grace. 
Distinctive of the banish'd race. 
Exiled what time the Nation slept. 
And waking all unheeded wept ! 
Who pines, / speak my soul's content^ 
With France that braved the experiment, 
Fruit of the anxious nights and days 
Of Louis and of PSre la Chaise.* 



Another day has dawn'd on France, 

Another Louis rules the land. 
More safe, presumed, from rude mischance, 

Controlled by as resolved a Hand ; 
Controlled by Mind not less acute, 

Attempered by Experience more, 
The sage Explorer's t hoarded fruit, - 

Gamer'd from climes adventured o'er, 

* Father Confessor to Louis XIV. 
t Ulysses. 



100 PLEA8UBE COMPAKED WITH HEBESY. 

The while he aim'd to govern men, 
By wisdom earn the strength of ten ! 
Not less devote to Rome, I trow ; — 
^ A happy time Church fains to see 

link'd with the novel dynasty, 
And rule alone Church cares to know. 
The time restored when blithe of heart 

As queen she sat, nor rival fear'd, 
While Power perform'd, submiss, his part, 

Her travail graced, her respite cheer'd. 
If Morals slip the guiding rein, 
And Pleasure drives her fiery wain. 
Less sorrows Church than when of yore 
Rude Heresy assaiFd her door ; 
Pleasure not fatal to her reign. 
While Heresy imports her bane ; 
With Pleasure Church reserves her sway. 
With Heresy despairs the day ! 
Thus Holy Church to Pleasure gives 
Meet tolerance, — in turn receives 
A championship dear to her heart. 
Scarce with the service might she part I 
To Heresy she scant affords 
The courtesy of gentle words. 
Receives no blandishments in turn, 
But Babylonian menace stern ; 




DISTRUST OP HOMB-LIFE. 101 

The sons of Pleasure less austere 

Chafe only when we interfere ; 

With Pleasure drugged they crowd our gate, 

Give breadth and grandeur to our state, 

While Penance, Shrift adjust the scale 

Of foibles that frail life assail ! 

If wide the door and broad the road, 

As Church sees good to change the mode, 

Adhesion to the Church supplies 

The compensating sacrifice ; 

The facile terms invite the throng, 

Conmiend them to both old and young, 

The terms still slack'd when men of mark 

Press for admission in her ark ; 

Adhesion lisp'd at his last sand. 

And saintship waits on Talleyrand. 

Nor chafes the Church at slighted Homey 

Or Hearth exchanged for other haunts : — 
The Hearth forlorn, small scathe to Eome, 

While she indign ! her place supplants. 
In Home and Home's appliances 

What part for Church 1 She reigns not here^ 
In Home full oft a rival sees, 

And taint of other atmosphere, 
A stoutness in her precincts rear'd 



102 THE CLASH OF ARMS UNFEARED. 

To Roman nature unendear'd 1 
Brooks not the Church the sight to see ! 
'Tween Cloister, Hearth what sympathy ? 
And still new jealousies intrude, — 
For her no household joys are brewed. 
Or household accidences rued. 
Estate of husband, parent, all 
Yields her nor dirge nor madrigal, — 
Baptures and griefs like exquisite 
Placed low beneath her scornful feet ! 

Nor starts she at the dash of Arms, — 
Repose oft rif er of alarms 
To Holy Church, constrain'd to see 
Mind, muscle — disengaged and free — 
The vantage ground of Hwesy, 
Blind Fortune's chance to win the day. 
The nations wean from Church's sway ! 
The atmosphere from tempest free 
Charged with worse bane to Papacy ! 
Nor strives the Church with discipline 
Of Barrack, Cantonment, — routine 
Transf err'd in full to holy ground — 
In Convent, Cloister, strew'd around, — 
Wherever priest achieves the day, 
Nor laic fancies bar his way. 



HIS HABP AT PACTLT. 103 

The master art to bow the will, 
Give service point and power of drill ! 

Thus reassured for Era new, 

And France— content to bid adieu 

To cherish'd dreams of Liberty, 

Still savouring of Anarchy, 

Submit her, patient, to the Sword, — 

On mounting wiiigs my muse had soar'd, 

Rung out her joy in joyous strain. 
But Austria discomfited, — 
New misadventures) woes ahead. 

Preclude a song, the feat profane ! 

A double grief my grief betides — 

Church smitten through her Austria's sides ! 

My harp bespoke to game and glee 

Responds with sullen minstrelsy ; 

Nor aid it serves to change the strings 

In hope to tell of cheerier things, 

My harp with grief persistent rings !* 

My rod t no almond bud supplies 

To point the chosen of the skies. 

The gems thai^ace the pontiff's breast, 

* Anacreon's harp ipwa fiowov ^x^t. Appendix, Note N. 
t Numbers xvii. 8. 
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Uiim and Thummim hight, my quest 
Perverse ignore, impart no ray 
To light me on my dubious way ! 
My ears are scared with rebel cries, 
My eyes encounter scowling eyes ; 
My States, contumelious, fall away, 
Impugning Sacerdotal sway, 
The States reserved bear sullenly 
A still abjured Theocracy ; 
As meaner griefs to set aside — 
See Inquisition open wide 
Her guardian gates, the while rings out 
The joyance of the insulting rout 
Ah me, perturb'd, reserved to light 
On age so crazed, such havoc sight, — 
The battlements of Church assailed. 
Her sky-ascending ramparts scaled ! 
Amerced of lovers, friends, I sit. 
And Ichabod fiill large is writ 
On all around ! — the pride of States 
Her high pretension abdicates ; 
Forms flit around portentous-wise, 
The welkin wakes with doleful cries, 
Echo with harsher wail replies ; 
The cup of woe as yet undrain'd. 
The dregs from harsher juices strained ! 
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No more as in the glorious Past, 
What time kings, kaisers, magnates cast 
Crowns, sceptres, patents at her feet. 
Glad reassomed at bidding meet. 

Content, their sides unflay*d, 
Reprieved her ire, reprieved her ban, 
With suppliance at the Vatican ; 

The State her wash-pot made I 
Behold the dreaded Bull has sped, — 
Unburied lie the unhonour'd dead. 
The Church her portal shuts, distraught, 
All service interdicted, nought. 
And all unknit the nuptial tie. 
The plighted twain still sigh and sigh. 
No Church is ope, no Priest is nigh ! 
Inroad, confest, of papal might 

To witch the wondering world ! — 
My mounting wings essay a flight. 
My dizzy brain is whirFd, 
As thro' the empyrean wide 

I wing my way, disport at will. 
See scud afar each thing of pride. 

The champaign round deserted, still ! 
Ah ! baffled wing, ah ! futile flight, 
In vain I tax unanswering might, 
In vain essay the unbuoyant air, — 
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Upwound by day, unwound at e'en, — 
Device to lull the rout obscene, 
Provoke, repress in turn, the flame, — 
A Gordian knot my luckless game. 
And waiting old unravelment, 
Of 9word to solve the entanglement ! 
Oh ! help me fold my robes to die, 
If die I must, with decency ; 

Take hence my triple crown, 
Too lordly styled, inglorious worn, 
Of wonted priceless lustres shorn 

To shame its old renown ! 

Oh joy ! amenable no more 
For scandals laid at papal door, 
Scandals still urged to vouch in full 
The impotence of priestly rule ! 
More sinn'd against than sinning /, 
Man rules not here hut Destiny ; 
I have no voice, or if a voice, 

Non possumus — ^to tell my tale. 

Absolve me if in aught I fail. 
Forbid Intolerance rejoice. 
Old Dagon prostrate on the ground. 
Articulate, such voice had found. 
The Flamen at his service quaint 
In such wise toned his final plaint. 
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THE meddler's RULE. 109 

Of natures rude throw up the rein ; 
The inspiration brimming full, 

And running o'er, derived from Kome, 

Metropolis of Christendom, 
And fountain head of lordship, rule ! 
Thus arrogate they them the reins, 
Appraise the blood supplies their veins ! 
Not all absurd the lofty tone ! 
Scant wonder lends it me, I own, 

If reassured by such their birth, 

A Dunstan, Beckett stalk the earth, 
As they stalk not who fiU a throne ! 
In their own sphere Sacheverel, Laud, 
Their rank 'bove monarchs' vaunt abroad, 
The mouths of all with plaudits fill, 
On reverend heads blest dews distil. 

Still bleeds my heart for hapless land. 
Condemned to bear — O despite sore ! 

The Meddler's rule ; — on every hand 
See Intervention clog the door ; 

ImpeU'd on native wing to rise, 

With loftier Destiny advise. 

Constrained on his accord to wait ! 

Spare me such lot, if not too late 

The impertinence to deprecate, 
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T^fiiigh €aL 2 Lower gulf I spy — 

ICj IiftgRai fpnEzmze ^eaitf , 

And waztoiz only fixtone's mile 

To &rs amaixL tiie papal pile ! 

Beiboui :i y€ineas to di0w 

Scace reaps as dhe b wont to sow. 

Tastes in het torn tbe bitter diai^iit 

Ha" msSLer at Iier l^ddiBg qoaflTd ! 

All me ! dixis gnilefal won to make 
CoTTtsseaois new, — to bid awake 
Rode memones^ my sool possess 
With accidents of time and place 
To Irid me panse ; — enow, enow, 
I make, as mored. Confession dne. 
Nor at thj bar exception take. 
Glad at each font my drouth to slake ! 
Yet how speak ont, the venture dare ? 

Not aU^ I trow, behoves me tell. 
Appropriate told, here at this bar . . . 

I feel my way, too fallible . . . 
Sublime the themes my lips propound, 
To question this the fitting ground . . , 
And yet for all — what themes so high 
That blend not interlacingly 
With life — departments all of State, 
And interests on her star that wait? 



EXAMPLE OF MOSES. Ill 

The Camp ere now has rung to strains, 
Not unbeseeming halloVd fanes ; 
New heart I gain — ^*tis holy ground 
I tread, on holy purpose bound ! 

With aching breast I head the scroll 
Of wrongs, defaults, possess my soul, 
' The feeble heart' the ignoble base 
Of visions all the scene deface ! 

I mark the Man — *the Man of God,** 

What time the rude, light-erring race 

Renounced the paths their fathers trod, 
Install'd ANOTHER in His place, 

Tho' meek enounced, inflame with rage, 

With nimibers single-handed wage,' 

Full in their face reduce to dust 

The object of their idol lust ! 

" The people loved to have it «o," — 
Preferred to aggravate the blow ! 
Not his the part to humour, pet 
The sin on which a world was set, 
Yet more aroused the sin to brand. 
Its votaries a trophied band ! 

* Psalm xc, ascribed to Moses, the Man of God. 



Tluia 3ieer nieshmk? I head, t^ acroQ 
Ot irnm^ ii»TSmits^ 'iiacracc my aouL 
The GiHL mr ^diiss joveti «naawiL*d. 

LuxauCTt Jiiire. jess rrjoeii wick fear. 
The pnyHS peaaiiiBd :A« ^ hear 
Unmisefti xi ^^tw, — die reensmt heAzt 
Livcitiieii :a ^he bauear pars 1 

Wallets' die sg!e dma. ibronast^ spoke, 
LLmt of T31& bemik * or die oak^t — 
The cnxdL appioved ance dme Iwgan. 
Self-eotdied aa nooa-tuie d&j^ 
]|Lia duiyea not 'msaxii die papal sway, 
SdH fies hio' mgn, gires war to race 
Awandng in die manlj boae, 
Whh tnAts diaim'd. dior wool, sapine, 
To lire, to die, and make no sign« 
Content doll life to while away. 
At best a humble part to play. 
And bask them in another's ray. 
like grass upon the meads they grow, 
As drifts the wind, ware to and fro, 
The mower comes and lays them low ! 
The Greek pulpit. t The Druid's distinctive quartei^ 



ADVENTURH. 113 

Nor let your ears surmise offence 
To France while thus I mark my senfte 
Of masses owning papal sway — 
France evermore goes her own way^ 
Her own instinctive law obeys, 
Where bravely soars speaks her own praise I 

If, as befals, within our pale 

Man rears his head, or what seems Man, 
His fellows all the portent wail, 

The vision undelighted scan. 
Condemned to see at field or flood 
With steadiest tread lie treads on blood !* 

Spreads bold Adventure on her wings ? — 
The clime new won with wailing rings. 
To dash the gain to Science, Art, 
And Commerce with her growing mart. 
Assumed to own a fleshly heart. 
Humanity work new disgrace. 
Involved in deeds that touch the race ! 

Or sounds anew fair Freedorns cry — 

To clutch the prize or bravely die. 

Who first as Church to take alarm, 

W. S. Landor'a language, as descriptive of History. 

H 
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? limine & lie 'iBryraiii 'sie ooiir. 

yje liaaoiiiifia pmmie portacag^M 
<>a lilded yilnigm. poneiliDgsi 
• jf pacron warnors and kings ; 
ELzDioica inunorcalized a Faul^ 
C^Aer' i wtthm the judgment hall 
2X? >i/i7« to *?'»•'?, doom'd he to kear 
From priaoiier chained the words of fear, 
Kxplrjita immortaliaed a Tell, 
()f tyranny rung ont tfic knell. 



TOBTUEE. 115 

Of new State told come to the birth, 
Another joy to mother earth ! 

A darker scene behoves me paint, — 
Not Art, Adventure, sole attaint 
Beneath my rule, — Hunmnity — 
Alas for cause profanes her plea !— 
Cries in her turn 'gainst Holy See, 
Rings in her ears — the dungeon cell, 
And TOETURE, fresh from nether hell, — 
Her voice unraised to brand the crime, 
The scandal of that feudal time, 
When Church was all — a scroll of years 
No bead-roll tells, baptized in tears. 
Amid such wreck, Church all unmoved, 
Awanting in the crisis proved. 
Her cares forestall'd, forestalled the voice 

Behoved the infamy to brand, 
O'erlaid eyes, ears, pulsation, choice. 

Promotion, Empire in demand ! 
The screw, the scourge, the boot, the wheel, 
Appliance all of Torturer^s skill, 
Descried through bars of prison, tower, 
Memorials of a demon power 
Hurl'd from his seat, awake the sigh 
For sufferer's sake, for times gone by 



116 THE SIAVE TRABE. 

Awake, maybe, the giatefdl heart — 
The Torturer debarred his part ! 
Requital small to Church, I ween. 
His hands forbade the rites obscene, 
Her own hands in like plight, unclean ! 

The Trad^ abhorred, opprobrium 
Of world, forsooth, hight Christendom ! 
As little tendered Church unrest, 
Oft found her nurture at her breast, 
Aind at her altars built her nest. 
From her in sooth went forth no Bull 
The Trader to repay in full. 
In pleasant terms, not hard to glean 
When Hertfjf bestrides the scene. 
The SlaTe upraise, assure the race 
Of cause allied to justice, grace, 
Not all unownM, the Church abroad. 
With her high purpose in accord ! 
Alas for crime thus unredressed ; — 
The States bestirr'd to quell the pest, 
Estranged, — heretical, unblest ! 

And yet what place for Holy See, 

Here on this earth, with sorrow sown, 
Save as she serves sweet Charity, 



^ 



MIEACLES. 117 

Makes care and suffering her own ; 
Makes earth a passage to the skies, 
Bids sink its hills, its valleys rise ? 

Promotion, Empire in demand, — 

How more surcharge her freighted hand ? 

Industrious she to raise the pile 

Earth had not seen, the scale to mate 
The sons of Babel plann'd erewhile, 

To found one universal state, 
Bend all to one imperious will, 
And with one thought creation fill ! 
Planned all in vain, — as vain her task, 
Nor God nor men the service ask, — 
To sweetnesses of life a bar. 
The influence of each ruling star, ^ 
Invention, aspiration, growth, 

The zeal unslack'd that grasps the crown, — 
Our storied life a blank in sooth, 

' The world a huge cathedral town !' 

Pretension next, — augmenting still, 
As abjectness subserves her will, — 
First Miracles, persistent sought. 
As most the age demeans her naught ;* 
* Matt. xvi. 4. 



118 INFALLIBILITY. ^ 

'Bove vulgar testa assumed to test 

Pretensions all of Church below, 
Not Charity in like request, 

Or Purity saints only know ; — 
Tests fairly sought, — far likelier these 
To give assurance of the keys 
Than marvels all her seers abet, — 
The visions fond of famed Salette, 
Enshrined in statue, statuette, 
Madonna's eyes that ope and stare 
Appropriate wonder to declare. 
Blood of Saint Januarius, 
Condemned to flow to overplus ! 

Infallibility ! — ah me ! 
In TUgy deed preferred such plea ! 
The wind to sow, the whirlwind reap. 
Mad re-enact the Lover's leap ! 
The proofs awanting, tasked in vain, 
Nor needed homage fair to gain ; 
Ennobled we as high we aim, 
Assiduous fan the sacred flame, 
The lot assigned the brotherhood — 
To thrive as each serves others' good, 
Find as we seek, the doors unlock. 
As loud and yet more loud we knock ! 



POSTURINGS. 119 

No fiivour here^ no mystic road 
To prizes all by Heaven bestow' d ! 

Why tell of Grants, Indulgences, 

And stress of Ceremonious task 

The soul from her own self to mask. 
Attaint with foul delinquencies ? 
Unmark*d the while — (ah futile thought, 
, Such posturing such lesson taught !) — 
The prisoner pining in his cell, 

There, at the door, or near to see 

In beauteous sad Parthenope, * 
The Patriot's lot, indign, to tell ! 
Ah might not he — so woe-be-gone, 
To melt (fond thought !) the walls of stone 
That hem him round, — some lodgment find 
In hearts to heavenly thoughts resigned, 
With heavenly music, forms refined ? 
Ah no ! too heavenly, rapturous all 

Those sounds, those sights, to smack of earth, 
Harmonious mix with aught so small 

As pictured here — despited Worth ! 
Of other style the Blest descried, 

New lighted on the Holy Mount, 
Flush'd with delights heaven-vivified, 
Naples. The reader should observe the date, a.d. 1S59. 



1 '20 MUMMERIES. 

Their talk of woe, of light account 
All other theme, —the Victim there, 
Charged with the griefis earth else should bear !* 
Alike those forms emasculate 
To mould the men to serve the State, 
The higher types of man create ! 
Service of Church their part alone. 
Knowledge of good and evil none ! 
Cut bono ? unavailing prest, 
Performers all ignore the quest, 
Use still a stranger to their breast ; 
A blank the Age — its sorrows, crimes, 
THie World a tale of other times, 
The Church a hall of pantomimes ! 

Ah me ! such race to rear for State ! 

Permitted not knew State her part, 
The secret knew that made her great, 

Beyond the reach of wealth or art, 
All else, whatever their estimate. 

In Appetence' low thoughted mart ! 
Ah me, yet more ! such race to rear 

For Holy Church ! — nor less allow'd, 
Tlie Church herself, to troth severe, 

And holy vows herself had vow'd, 
* Luke ix. 31. 



MOCKBEIES. 121 

What time that form show'd bright and clear, 
No f^at to venture in the crowd ! 

For wholesome bread gives Church a stone ?— 
Whatever the fare Church gives her sons, 

A something notably her own ; 
Felicitous he reads who runs, 

(Relieved of fogs that darkling rise 

To hold in ambush Roman skies) 

For piety reads pietism — 

Oblation of a mind distraught, 
No happy feat, collapse of thought ; 

For heaven-taught truth scholasticism, 
To call to mind the stone indeed 
He gives his son who mocks his need ; 

For gospel transcendentalism, — 
To show the stone as fitting fare 
For glosses, hues not native there ! 

For mystery reads mysticism — 

(Ah clerkly words to stiflfen speech, 

The grace of conference impeach !) 

To task for wonder wonderment, 

A credence all too exigent ! 

Alas for Church condemned to speak 
A voice at which the nations shriek ! 



) 



122 THE ^ BOOK *' FR06CSIBSD. 

Condemned to challenge liberty. 

Thought, Manhood, Progress^ Science, all 
A glory lends this earthly ball. 
Assigns to Mind the mastery ! 
Condemned the labouring State to thwart, 
Not generous aid her do her part, 
Pattern of Power she may not wield. 
For ever beaten from that field ! 

The " Book " proscribed, put under ban, — 
Despite to Grod, a fraud on Man, 
Remorseless reft of light and truth, 
In faultless lines traced here in sooth. 
And nurturing fare — ^beyond the bread 

The body feeds, not living he 
By "bread" alone, as beasts so fed — 

Compact of earth — contentedly ; 
Beyond resource of Art that feeds 

The aesthetic life : — whatever its praise, 
Too stinted all to crown his needs, 

The Man to his true stature raise ! 

Alas for earth despoil 'd the life 

Divinely breathed, despoiled resource 

Of Charity and Concord rife 

With hopeful deeds, the master Force, 



CONFESSION CONCLUDED. 123 

Beyond the force of boasted steel, 
To tame the world, with monsters deal. 
The force the State's main stay supplies, 
Bids Time to spare her as he flies, 
Accredits Peace, the Patriot fire, 
Supplies the themes that feed the lyre; 
Ah hapless lands despoil'd such boon ! 
Nor light of Freedom gilds their noon, 
Nor Holy Bay know they to check 
Life's downward course, avert its wreck, 
Church renovate, the State no less 
Bade thus her wasted strength redress ! 
Nor Mind has leave to trim her light. 
The fuller blaze more shunn'd than night, 
Nor Manhood thrives, or long contends 
With torrent stream his force transcends ; 
Nor loss of Sacred Book alone 
Their lot to mourn ; — alike unknown. 
Forbad, books all to Genius dear. 
And fond Kesearch and Truth severe, 
And Thought as task*d resulting clear ! 
Oh ! spare me more ; the sins I rue, 
Flush'd with no rose-complexion*d hue. 
My speech arrest. Some cover'd spot 
Behoves me find, mourn there my lot, 
Enshrine me in its dusky arms, 



124 TEARNIKGS. 

Safe from the glare that wakes alarms ! 

Oh ! give me scope for life more sweet, 
Some happier sphere of mortal toil, 

From present life whatever retreat, 

Charged sole with objaigation, broil ; 

As impotent of other tone, 

Or varying sole with maundering plaint. 
Presentment of the cygnet's moan. 

His numbered days too sure to paint ! 

Oh ! give me scope to live as live 
My fellows all, — ^the paths explore. 

Sunshiny, sad, their fortunes give, 
Than pontiff-like beseeming more ; 

Not overwrought the toil, or sparse the gain, — 
Content such joy I share, content such pain ! 

Not labour of my hands alone. 
As water spilt, befits me mourn, 

A heavier grief constrain'd to own, — 
Of godlike attributions shorn ; 

For dull Routine — ^the servile part 

Palm'd on the son — indign deposed ! 

At fault where highest tasked, my heart 
A spring shut up, a fountain closed ! 



LAMENTS. 125 

Routine thus throned ! — Her bonds I burst, 
My spirit give its own free way, 

For other, higher life athirst, 

The opening of a brighter day ; 

The sport no more of soul-awearying toil, 

The man amerced, the Pope surcharged with spoil ! 

Not envious mulct of nearer joys, 

That touch familiarly the man, 
Transporting touch, home-life supplies, — 

As from o'erflowing founts they ran. 

With rapture charged ; still gushing sweet 
As in their prime — the hearth to cheer. 

Of Chartered Love arena meet, 

Where no profaner eye may peer ! 

As Eden fair the land I see — 

To inflame my suit ; — ah ! futile suit, 

On priest waits no such ecstasy, 

He sees, but sees, tastes not the fruit ! 

My pact I break, reclaim with bars of gold 
Estate we sold, for mess of pottage sold ! 

Ourself to task for griefs so rife, 

The stumble on the threshold made, 



126 RECALL OP CONFESSION. 

The informing soul with Mind at strife, 
The game of Disappointment play'd 

In man misprized, life travestied, 

Submitted to too rude a hand ! 
As licensed us heaven's hosts to lead, 

Sun, moon in mid career bid stand ! 

Alas for summons, haut reply ! 

With life new dawn'd resign'd I close, 
Staid as the moon, as soaring high 

Through clouded, cloudless skies she goes ! 

Like course I speed, content tho* Heaven bestow 
No more — the soul forearm'd, come weal or woe ! 

A rushing as of birds of prey . . . 

And clamorous cries ... to drown my speech . . 
In droves they urge their hurried way . . . 

A bootless aim his ear to reach . . . 
Not tempting less, I ween, the spoil, 
To fortune due, uneam'd by toil. 
Or damaged ought their gluttonous cheer 
By phantoms pointing reckoning dear . . . 
Not he alone may banquet here ! . . . 
Well timed the rush to scare amain 
Obscener horde infests my brain . . . 
A wildering dream, abrupt, conclude . . . 



THE martyr's crown. 127 

Arrest crazed Fancy's interlude ! . . . 
Ring true my ears ? . . . Resign my crown, 
Give to the winds my state, renown, 
To abjectness low bow me down ! 
For so methinks but now I raved. 
Confession made and pardon craved ! . . . 
" Resign my crown ! " • . . and can it be 
Such thought e'en in a reverie 
Possest my brain ? . . . still lend me pause . . . 

Should I resign — (to grace the thought 
A while . . . mayhap with worthy cause 

Encounter'd here . . . abrupt . . . unsought,) 
No hint of mine preludes the way. 
To Force I yield, accord the day, 
To force without rebuke I yield. 
And made a Martyr quit the field ; 
At pressure meet low bow me down. 
To soar anon, girt with the crown 
The martyr wears, — my own the praise 
All other eulogy gainsays ! 
Ah ! would . . . but soft . . . the cry is hush'd, 
And gone the dream with rapture flush'd . . . 
Ah ! Sire, the intermitted strain. 
Urbane, you pass ; essay'd in vain 
My voiccy while scream'd the harpy train, 
Borne onwards to the feast obscene. 



128 BKNEWED PLEA FOR AUSTRIA. 

To picture war behind tlie screen ! 
Enow, I trow ! Oh ! stay thee here ! 
Enow the Past thy fame to clear, 
To France's heart thy rule endear. — 
Rests now the praise of Lenity, 
Ennobling more than Victory ! 
Succour the Power that succours me ; 
Indissolubly our life we hold ; 
Not more compact that life of old 
Concurrent shared by hunter wight,* 
Match'd with the boar in sylvan fight, 
And mystic brand, snatch'd from the hearth 
At crisis of the spearman's birth ; — 
The brand consumed the hero dies, 
To vengeance mad a sacrifice ! 
Thus knit we live, asunder'd die ; — 

My ghostly terrors weld his rule. 
To my relief his Croats fly 

Ere yet alarm has space to cool ! 



The scroll of noble deeds I close, 
Still half untold ; — e*en so my woes 
Abrupt I clip ; — the onward tale 
Infructuous told — to swell the gale — 
* Meloager. Metam., lib. 8. 



austbia's shelteeing wino. 129 

Unpitying heard the woes rehearsed ; 

Accounted such — (so free aspersed !) — 

As Fancy labours in her cell, 

Or Moodiness delights to spell, — 

To augment the score ! Oh ! list my prayer, 

Brief as beseems the strength to spare ! 

Clip not the wing that shelters me. 

Drain not the breast that nurtures me, 

Blunt not the sword that succours me ; — 

Of keener edge, I ween, that sword, 

And trustier far, adroit explored. 

Than sword of Joan in vision seen, 

A trusty sword albeit and keen. 

In Church* high hung, borne proudly thence 

In warrant of the maid's pretence, 

And wielded stout to vouch by deeds 

No idle freak her vision feeds I . . . 

And in this wise breathes Church her prayer. 
As fitting arm'd arm'd with the Sword ? 
As with distrust — in vain ignored — 
A feebleness I start to share, 
I halt where late I spurr'd me, change 
Tone breathed but now for other tone. 
Awoke to aid to shame the throne, 
* At Fierbois, not far from Orleans. 



130 THE SWOBa 

Deride Ambitioii's loftiest range, 
Lodged in ourself — approving foirnd 
The rightful cause, the hallow'd ground 1 
Adjured the Sword 1 E'en so 1 Alas ! 
Seems as anew strange visions pass 
Athwart my soul — as when but now 
To stranger gods meseem'd to bow, 
Abjure my own. A spirit new 

I wot, abroad, — to bid mc pause, 
Aids erst denounced more lenient view, 

In other scales weigh Church's cause, 
Weigh power with power. — What if the sword 
But aid endamaging afford ? 
The spirit of revolt uncured. 
The crowning victory unassured 1 
The earthquake spent, the tempest pasty 
The turmoil all, — not given to last, 
The still small voice alone abroad. 
Still wistful heard, intent explored. 
What part as thus for vaunted sword t 
Not in the earthquake yawning wide. 
Or whirlwind was the voice descried, 
The still small voice the voice supplied ! 

Thus far the Sword distrusts its edge, — 
Could Pen the needful service pledge, 



THE PEN. 131 

Not slight the boon ! invention famed 
To work redress the Sword disdaim'd, 
Where helpless, fenceless, smite the foe. 
Nor apprehend an answering blow. 
K Sword his thousands slew erewhile 
The Pen with myriads swells the pile. 
Behold the Church accoutred thus, — 
The Pen subservient to her use ! 
Largess of an unbidden corps. 
Devote Rome's prestige to restore, 
Seat her anew in place and power. 
O'er mind and soul as erst to tower ! 
Not all for her own sake, I trow, 
Moved OTHER regime to forego. 
Charged more with their gods' overthrow. 
Less tolerant of idol fires 
They s^alous light to shame their sires ; 
More warm they grow as meet their view 
The leaders of the branded crew, 
Full in their face the doors they close 
To lofty toil, a bright repose ; 
How great the boon our conclave knows ! 

A trustful band methought to see ; 

Alas for old Hypocrisy ! — 

They hush all else, themselves ignore 



1 32 COLD -OOMTOSTIBS. 

Restramt to lash the '< Scarlet Whore r 
Main love of strife had arm'd their hand, 
Less strifeful crew Boeotic land 
Upthrew, I ween, to stamp the grain 
Scared Cadmus scattered o'er the plain ! 

What then her hope ? thus ruthless reft 

Of muniments unrifled left ; 

The thunder, lightning erst her own, 

Surceased, exchanged for feints alone. 

Such as the scenic stage supplies 

To ape the vengeance of the skies. 

What hope 1 the world conf est her foe, 

Herself not given to peace, I trow. 

Not peace on earth, good will to men. 

Her history — absolved the pen, 

Far other aims in fond pursuit — , 

Peace in the chace trod underfoot ! 

What hope, while Church yields not ? the same 

As when of yore she lit the flame. 

And drew the sword the world to tame, 

At empire undivided soar'd, 

A rival 'neath the skies ignored f 

Change unallowed, — a greater dread 

Than visions all with turmoil fed ! 

E'en Desperation wears a charm 



) 



PERPLEXITIES. 133 

As matcli'd with Change — the thought enow 
To work distrust, inspire alarm 

For glosses, symbols plighted true, 
The infallible exposed to shame, 
With questionings new perplex'd the name ! 
Thus all abroad hope mocking flies ; — 
Impelled within to turn my eyes, 
My soul as scant relief supplies. 
The haunt of thoughts that storm advise, 
Storm on the wing, — not bounded they 
To silent walks, and evening gray. 
They track me on my lordly way. 
Assail me hail'd with flattering cries, 
The Cynosure of beaming eyes. 
On duly bound ; — as thus — e'en now 
Compelled before their bar to bow, 
Confess to novel discipline. 
Confess to sights new to the scene, — 
Shall I speak out, nor Pope demean ? 
Not now, in sooth, a moment hence, 
The scene, as tested by each sense, — 
A world of shadows in its place, . . . 

To obliterate all but now I saw, . . . 
Resolving into form apace, . . . 

Amenable to ordering law. . . . 
Amid the scenes — to lure the sight. 
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VISION OF A BSIDE. 1Z6 

Her robe by mundane touch unstain*d, 
Her guard her Virgin innocence, 

Presentment of the bright array 

Assign'd Virginity to pay 
Each duteous rite, enchant the sense, 
Assurance give of hallow'd ground, 
And hallow'd airs disporting round ! 
Her garniture and guard alike 
The crowd with loving wonder strike, 
Entreated oft at Pastime's call 
To pageantries illusory all, 
The show, as meant to feast the sense. 
The prelude to some stout pretence. 
Home joyous reach'd, the door is closed,* 
Her sorrows at its steps deposed . . . 
The vision wanes . . . dissolves . . . reforms . . . 

Not transport now the hour befits . . . 
With other sense my bosom warms * , . 

Unblushingly the phantom sits . . . 
With harlotry bedight . . . the smiles 

Of kings she woos, . . . adroit to see 

As high her aim advantaged she . . . 
Intoxicated by her wiles 
Behold those kings debased and fain 
Those smiles to yield, nor hers disdain ; 
♦ Matt. xrv. 10. 



136 VIBIOK OF A HARLOT. 

From their first love, indign ! estranged. 
Home love for foreign love exchanged ! 
Aroused with shame of strange embrace 

Her hated flesh they waste with fire. 

With their own hands inflame the pyre, 
The painted mockery to abase ! 
The nations all commend the feat, 
Elate to see — unmask'd the cheat. — 
No more, — my eye averts its gaze, 

Distrustful of the novel sight. 
As redolent in sooth of days 

Undawn'd, vieVd ever with affiright ! — 
Unlike the Seer in blank amaze,* 

To melting tears reduced outright, 
That none of all those Shining Ones, 
By myriads summ'd, Heaven's foremost sons, 
Was worthy found to ope the book, 

Repertory of the future age, 
/ may not on the volume look. 

The opening of the foremost page ; 
Dearer the past, — delight alone 
High Heaven accords to call my own ! 

What hope ? What hope ! Seems as I gain'd 
In chord now rung — ^as casual rung — 
♦ Rev. V. 4. 
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Response — ^if faint, not all arraign'd — 

To quest thus urged, still on my tongue ; 
Not all at fault my harp thus fraught ! — 

The Future as the Past still fares, 
Her fortunes in the parent's sought, 

Her triumphs, if perchance her cares ! 
I plant me here, give to the winds 

Abjecter moods, while in thy face 
Assurance fresh my spirit finds. 

My suit as gaining ground apace, 
Yet more advanced ! affirmed ! e'en so ! 
My cause achieved 1 the tide of woe 
While yet it menaced overflow, 
Roll'd scornful back ! My cause achieved ! 
My soul of anguish sore relieved ! 
Response in full I boast me now 
To queries shrouded long my brow ; 
Imperial favour satisfies 
The present needs, new hopes supplies ; — 
To queries more I bid adieu. 

The terrors all congealed my blood. 
The Austrian eagle soars anew, 

Anew my almond blossoms bud ! 

Heir of the Charleses, Louis twain,* — 
* Charles IX., Louia IX., Louis XIV. 
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(Scarce with the utterance I rein 
My forward Muse, alert to praise 
The hero Baints of other days) — 
licigD, Louis, reign, as fits sach heir, 
Their glories as their sceptre share, 
Or reign as fits thy early reign, 
When late endearments linked us twain. 
And each in other sighted glad 
The friend enforced with promise dad ! 
Confirm thy pact with Holy Churchy 
Nor fear she leaves thee in the lurdi 
In Fortune's hour, true to thy vows, 
Stringent as bridegroom tenders spouse 
On bridal mom at holy shrine. 
When lip to lip imports the sign 
Of twain made one in league divine ! 

Beats glad my heart at suit approved, 
And fear for Austria, Church removed ; 
Beats glad my heart, still scared to thread 
The memories rude that taint my suit. 
The bitter herbs mixt with the fruity — 
Not thus erewhile the table spread I 
Alas for tone my griefs command ! 
The heir of Leo,* Hildebrand,t 

• Leo I. t Otherwise Gregory VIL 
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Liglits all of the Pontific band, 

A suitor here, reduced to stoop, 

Make one amid a laic group, 

No more a peer amid his peers, 

His hests exchanged for sighs and tears ; 

Contented yet might I but hope 

No second suit awaited Pope, 

Suit urged, refused ! — so speak my fears 

E'en when a passing pleasure cheers. 

If low the tone, the posture rank, 

In part redeem'd before a Frank ; 

The soothing thought one more appeal 

Permits a lurking pang to heal : 

Of suitors twain — the Church, the State, 

(A rivalry to Church ingrate. 

The lurking pang, still gnawing sore,) 

The Church more potent, proflfers more, 

The cup brimful and mnning o'er, 

Concession <Sf Imperial claims, 

Devotion State devotion shames. 

The Right Divine, Inviolate, 

Imperial writ legitimate. 

The halo compassing the throne. 

Church deftly draws, and Church alone, 

An easy prey the pettish things, 

Thersites-like, that carp at kings. 
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As most exalted, most, as when 
He brook'd to float the King of Men ! 
The li^es tntor'd to obey, 
As soften d thus the fateful day ! 
When gives the State such boon, I pray ? 
Such boon gives Chnrch, assured in turn 
Imperial aid ! — no less her need. 
Confronted with the foe — ^to feed 
Misgivings strange, as lowering stem, 
(So speak my fears !) the eventful hour 
Charged with abasement of her power. 
Such Heresy ! — to rouse to arms 
Earth's banded thrones, to quell alarms 
Thus harass Church, grace thus the trust 
Of armaments — not given to rust ! 
As Heresy so rampant grown, 

Not Crime wide spread, still spreading far, 
To whelm in night earth's waning star, 
So agitates the papal throne 
To tax resource of Power where found 
Available on holy ground. 
Such succour now to Church you give, 

Unchallenged give : — the foeman thrown, 
In France's heart of hearts you live, 

Your wishes all to mandates grown, 
More sacred the Prerogative — 
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And Privilege, unshared, your own ! 
Give Church, benign, her part of power, 
Thus made your own in happy hour ; 
To power the Church prefers her prayer, 
Her fondest hopes concentred there. 
Confronted rueful with the foe 
Aroused to strike the final blow ! 
Renew the vows to Holy See 
Thy lips outspoke — of utterance free — 

On yon eventful day ; 
No more I urge the rude Refrain 
To tell of disappointment, pain, 
Restored my son, restored my reign, 
My voice a potent voice again, 
To speak anew — in happier strain — 

Indite a loftier lay ! 
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Note A., p. 12. 

* * And full of your great prototype. " (Julius Ciesar. ) 

'* Si yiolandum est jus, regnandi gratis violandum est, aliis 
rebus pietatem colas. '* — SuETONros in vita. The notion of fatal- 
ism, under which Csesar^s rise to power on the ruins of the 
republic is sought to be excused by the Emperor in his " Life 
of Csesar,'' just published, (April 1865) would not seem from 
the above extract to have been entertained by Caesar himself, 
or, it may be added, by his biographer, Suetonius ; as suppos- 
ing them to have partaken of such a notion it is inconceivable 
that the word violandum should have found its way into the 
apology. Equally clear is it that the thought never occurred 
to Anthony, the man who exerted himself most in enforcing 
Caesar's pretensions. The thought, too, seems not to have pre- 
sented itself to our Shakespeare in the speech he has put into 
Anthony's mouth emphatically to excuse his patron under the 
charge of treason to the republic preferred by Brutus,— a charge 
to be rebutted, with added emphasis, on Brutus himself. Will 
the idea have more success with the modems ? In other words, 
will the world, (for the appeal is ultimately to it,) in admitting 

K 
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that Cieiar and Charlemagne (with leaf propr i ety lorely put 
into the catalogue) and Napoleon L acted their high parts in 
accordance with the designs of Proyidence, maintain that that 
fact purges their selfishness, their ambition, and the other 
crimes that history lays to their charge ? If so, it will he hard 
to say what successful aspirant to power or distinction in what- 
ever sphere— national, civic, domestic,— ("the little tyrant of 
the fields")— may not also plead hU excuse, whatever the 
means he has employed, or how far he may have trampled, 
as Suetonius has it, on sacred **pieta8*' in the prosecution 
of his object. But there seems little reason to think the world 
will judge otherwise than it has ever judged on all such ques- 
tions,~in the exercise of a just judgment too, as we think. 



Note B., p. 21. 

'* Or throhhingt of a higher rfUhtJ** 

"Thy converse drew us with delight. 
The men of rathe and riper years ; 
The feeble soul, a haunt of fears, 
Forgot his weakness in thy sight.*' 

Tennyson.— /n MevMricm, en. 

Is raiht a substantive or an adjective here,— a substantive, 
in the sense of wisdom^ as we have ventured to use it, — or an 
adjective, in the sense of early^ coming before the time, ripe, 
&o., as "the rathe primrose," in Lycidas? The dictionaries 
do not give rathe, only rath, and that as an adjective, in the 
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•ense of earlpf &c., though the German word nUk—countdf 
advicej &c., from which the English word would seem to be 
derived, seems very good warrant for the use we have made 
of it here. The scantiness of words in EngliBh with the 
power of rhyming with more or less force to so common a 
word as death, pleads strongly, we think, — even in the absence 
of other reasons, — ^for the use of rcUhe as here employed. At 
any rate, we have ventured upon it, if it is denied that Tenny- 
son, as quoted above, has given his warrant for it. 



Note C, p. 28. 

^* Saint Louie, Montfort, Joshua.^* 

Hardly less fantastical seems to us the juxtaposition of the 
names below ( ** Garden of the Soid," p. 108) :— " I confess to 
Almighty God, to blessed Mary ever Virgin, to blessed 
Michael the Archangel, to blessed John the Baptist, to the 
Holy Apostles Peter and Paul, to all the Saints, and to you. 
Father, that I have sinned exceedingly," &c. '* Therefore I 
beseech the blessed Mary ever Virgin, blessed Michael the 
Archangel, blessed John the Baptist, the Holy Apostles Peter 
and Paul, and all the Saints, and you, Father, to pray to the 
Lord our God for me." An extract or two more from the 
same prayer-book may be permitted, as enforcing some of the 
main allegations of the poem. P. 27 (the italics are our own) : 
— "To thee, O Holy Mary, my sovereign Mistress, to thy 
blessed trust and special charge, and to the bosom of thy 
mercy, this day, and every day, and at the hour of my death, 
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nnu SOIL ummpi 'mhf mierxst^ sI2 arr 1 
> Uf t cvyiffstt Ksnr-cziir -si 'dcr -mzZ, xmi. tht wiSk of 
Uiffli." >. ^I :— -HiCy Vhrrii. ILotlxr of God, 
t tnai 3EX frnftmr* 3. ary 'jus iii^n"" - Holj Mazy, 
if J.iir^r». -viui ukme C ra f ^g-.H^e ts «Z bereses, pny for 
Tnyinnf. ^ •3^.raft- :*cr jrajcoal TKsrnt. jr%j f-c*- Ea^aad.** 
A31L at Tic.* TiiumtfT. m^^ iott Tir.iitad %. ii» rcwd work, " St 
^"^'— » inr irw aiarrrr. Si £«ia»- S; H»^^^ Si Unola, St 
V-irrf^at." ti. fci- T21* r:ci:ix.r:ar yrsjw for Eikg|ai»d if 
nt -ai* vac j. ^EC** : — ~il^iiprrj «iii *-r«rjaKiiig God, who 
-rmaaic 'Ioh iiii-jljij x i^ fi:i^tfr> rjcc tbe children, unto the 
^trr 't suL f .ixz^ r<!sierxsara. soil T^n si lesmii mnemboett 
axffirrr, f .rrr^'J. ▼? :«se»i«s. lirw, lae k2» of oor forefathen, 
4:iit nrra kw^j liy wn22. fnc iL*6r pcateritr; de&rer the 
Kaunas frnxt ':«?°crr;r iair:;>i«i tj f&Iie ieafeiier&. and the learned 
*nm. i«BiZ ^y.nsss^i Vj ibfcr pas-ccis. and the whole nation 
frxD. lair iccrts cf r:<rs7i*iicikii. bcenTJowKUft, and diaeoid; 
tias. suseai cf 10 Eza^j drnccot and changes in rdigion 
valer wkk& tbej i^^vr, tbej mar again be restored to that 
vnhj of mofti. Ofar.'-wm d fuih, and tzanquillitj of eon- 
acwace whkk is ncwbere to be aooght bat in the eommnnion 
of t^T Clnrcli.* Ice Tlis lass quotation is not giren on ae- 
covnt of Hs theologT. bot to diow the spirit that animates the 
hc^ds of the Roman Church towards heretical England. The 
crowning s^rtiment as regards En^and may be seen in the 
following extract (pc 25&) It seems not amiss that the 
oonntzy, the abscdote direction of which the Catholics here so 
sednlonslT affect, should be made to understand, in this un- 
mistakable way how it is regarded in their eyea, and what are 
the sentiments inculcated in regard to her among all those who 
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are placed under their spiritual guidance &nd direction:-^ 
** That it mity please thee to hasten the conversion of this our 
miserable country, and re-unite it to the ancient faith and 
communion of thy Church." 



NOTB D., p. 29. 
" Your service such in Heaven* s ovm cause,** 

Subjoined are a few extracts from the pastorals of the French 
Bishops to their respective flocks on the occasion in question. 
These pastorals all bear date Jan. 1852. The italics again are 
our own. 

Extract from the Bishop of Calne's circular to the clergy of 
his diocese: — "The 20th or 21st of this month the French 
people are to decide whether or not Louis shall be for ten 
years president of our country. Influenced by your own 
views, and still more hy the love of souls, of which Jesus Christ 
has given you the example, I doubt not you will say. Yes.*' 

Extract from a circular of the Bishop of Strasburg to his 
clergy : — "There is no one who does not now see from whab 
frightful calamities the President of the Eepublic has preserved 
us by his firmness, and who does not render homage to the 
wisdom of his measures. It suffices to open our eyes in order 
to perceive the abyss into which we were about being precipi- 
tated. Let us render thanks to Providence for having given 
us a man whose arm is sufficiently strong to stop the chariot of 
the State on the brink of the precipice to which mad passions 
were impelling us. Let us supplicate the Almighty to cover 
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^»33kti»cr«!ii«tt iwcauM ^ibt Aw^uifit kmr. . . « G«d 'viaibly aa- 
:»iiiftMt itttk . . . l^ M^HBMa «» ^ 0«i%i kiBai^ Wd a p aead the 
:tM da. w^-li w VBto^f :^HlMwtfel^l itifciw i iawm v«f« eaui^t ; for it 
wta» 1& ^«tEtK)«w IV «i^ FtURN. ato(« tM|w«siay Hia Church. 
V . . W^ ^v« kMTii * >iv«ciK whwh K %i» vs the organ of 
fl«ik>(«iw innim^ «» ^ ^^ <»'nX» that thrMten tiie irorid, and 
vaTvhui^ th« vvw^titfsectt ^ Ood <Ma the Chnu^ That eiy has 
Wem hwurd in H«k^tv& : Wt «» wt« the Chv^ from peril it 
vaa MiMMucT ti» m^ Ft«a(«^ the skwiMB patroneaa of tiie 
FsipttCT. Thia warrvl weartd iin|weaible, ao dazh waa the 
falwNK h«t 0«d haa aeeoniptiahed it.** 

It doea not appear that anj one of theae Biahqpa, or other 
chuch dignitariaa» arer nttued a syllaUe of dIapleaaQre or 
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diBOomposnre at the confiscation of the Orleans' property. The 
confiscation was not the confiscation of the Church, — onlj of a 
fallen dynasty. A vrrong done out of the pale of the Church, 
or not affecting Church interests, would seem, therefore, not 
fitted to fall under Church cognizance. 

Deserving of notice, too, here, are the words of Louis Napo- 
leon, addressed about this time to the troops : — ** We are asso> 
ciated in a common glory and a common misfortune : " words 
that seem to admit of but one interpretation, as addressed to 
the military, viz.. War, as a means of retrieving what was 
popularly thought a stain on the French arms. 

It will be interesting now to notice the conduct of the 
Church on occasion of the establishment, biU a year or two 
before, of this same Republic, whose overthrow is thus trium- 
phantly chanted. Extract from the English correspondent of 
the Times, March 29, 1848 :—" Among the clergy a most extra- 
ordinary revolution is perceptible. After the events of July 
1830, 1 had some difficulfcy in detecting an ecclesiastic under 
the guise he had then pleased to assume. The priests now go 
abroad with their bands en aotUane, and with all other emblems 
of their profession. They do more ; this forenoon I saw the 
planting of one of the innumerable trees of liberty at the Place 
du ChatelSt. The cur6 of the adjoining parish, accompanied 
by the inferior clergy, attended and blessed the arbre de la 
lAherU. Among other things he said was this : ' Our divine 
Redeemer descended from Heaven to preach to us Fraternity 
and Equality, and the cross upon which He suffered was the 
first tree of liberty.'" 

The following extract from a letter by the celebrated 
Lamennais may be considered as a sort of manifesto of the 
Church of which he was so popular an exponent and ornament. 
Times, March 25, 1848:-** Whilst the European revolution 
commenced in Paris is propagating itself over the entire con- 




) 



T-^e. loTT'JL y*^ ly^ — " JJL JasTzmt as 

—^ -iKSC: ?V i. -iwua^r T>SSSn33ri2*. iXtf d i- 'J aS lTlL J» Itft ^Jt IcH 

jit ika "SI*! Inafciisa. ^j^m. trjSA -siS mtt G(a£ viik it^ in 

tlB« ieauk 'A ^ift Miruvyuuae rf vht aoEMrtsisi. J^uies, April 1, 
ViAfl'^ **'nut cart 'j# at Baca, aes^^aded by tbe entira off bis 
€UrXf '1^ pn«^N *^^^ «=» '^ prwMBkm. Tbc ceremony 
*A \Atsmag iben cMuneiMed. Holy water was prafuaelj 



APPENDIX. 153 

sprinkled on the tree, which was subsequently incensed. His 
reverence is again on duty to-night. You will have some idea 
how general this proceeding is, when I tell you that the cur6 
of St Medard had up to yesterday blessed twenty-one trees of 
Liberty." 



NoteE., p. 33. 

Song op Innocent III. 

Innocent HI. serves the Church's needs here in the char- 
acter of a songster in virtue of his distinguished literary tastes. 
His own achievements supply him with his theme. His story, 
mixed up with that of our John, in which, however, he makes 
the more distinguished figure, will give him some additional 
interest with the English reader. Died a.d. 1216. See for a 
spirited account of this Pope Milman's "Latin Christianity," 
Vol. iv. 



Note F., p. 53. 

^^ A pilgrimage to Holy Treves ..." 

This famous pilgrimage took place A.D. 1844, under the pon- 
tificate of Gregory XVI., Pius*s immediate predecessor. So 
great a testimony to Holy Church as this afforded, coupled 
with the apparition of a "warrior armed, a suppliant at 
Church's door," in the person of Louis Kapoleon, might fairly 
enopgh awake the hopes for the future the Pope here so pas- 
sionately indulges. 



5*ca?w -k <;^ 



■r X zzt Trrr. so. 3. ztst 'mg 
^t^-"- Z2^ J: a£i<si,L A one xcrxcmEt t^ wi. Jtt^ 







1 






ySr^rm- ■'hr-aaB ^wmniK TT llpftft 

^BT ^imiBk TNT oeiaesw al^ M 



HtMLftCi; Hk !▼. 4. 



APPENDIX. 155 

" Like oak by sturdy axes lopp'd 

Of all his boughs, which once the brakes 
Of shaggy Algidus o*ertopp'd, 
Its loss its glory makes, 
And from the very steel fresh strength and spirit takes." 
Theodore MAmnif.— Translation of the Odes of Horace. 



Note L, p. 73. 

*^ Lutzen, that saw great Gustav yield ..." 

The following glowing lines from Tennyson, (not apparently 
intended for the hero,) seem no inappropriate appendage to 
the notice of the great Gustavus in the poem : — 

" To pass when life her light withdraws, 
Not void of righteous self -applause. 
Nor merely in a selfish cause, 

" In some good cause, not in mine own. 
To perish, wept for, honoured, known ; 
And like a warrior overthrown, 

" Whose eyes are dim with glorious tears, 
When soil'd with noble dust, he hears 
His country's war-song thrill his ears ; 

** Then dying of a mortal stroke, 
What time the foeman's line is broke, 
And all the war is roll'd in smoke." 

—The Two Voices, 
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Oudenarde, &o. The grave tidings from the West may take 
in Canada, Gibraltar, &c. 



NotbL., p. 83. 

"Fond, gentle Woman, sure ally . . . ." 

The reader will perhaps recall the expression of Lord 
Chesterfield descriptive of the government of France at this 
era — " a government by prostifcutes/* 



Note M., p. 90. 

** While they Diana, Virgin Queen, . . .** 

It is almost superfluous to observe that the particular func- 
tion ascribed to Diana, which, however, she shaured on occasion 
with Juno, of presiding over childbirth, has been appropriated 
as the distinctive prerogative of Mary. Mary has thus in- 
herited the honours formerly paid to Diana, and occupies in 
the minds of her devotees the precise situation previously held 
by the Huntress of the Woods. It is true that Terence in the 
only two instances in which he introduces females in labour in 
his plays-^the particular scene is enacted behind the pro- 
scenium, though the cries are sufficiently audible, ~( And. iii 
1. 15, and Adelph. iii 4. 41)— makes the gentle sufferers address 
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themselTeBtoJimo. Juno Lucina, far opemf Mervame^obMeerof 
ia the predse formnlA in both cases, but it is obyiooB that 
Diana must abo have been invoked on these occasions, when 
we read, 

" Casta, fave, Lncina ; tnoa jam regnat ApoUo." £cL iv. 10. 

And farther — 

** Montinm custos nemorumque, virgo, 
Qase laborantes utero paellas 
Ter vocata aadis, adimisqae letho, 
Diva triformis.*' 

Horace, iv. 22. 

" O virgin, warder of the woods and groves ! 
As mindfal of the Fair in travail sore ; 
Her plaintive cry thrice arged saccessfal proves. 
Thy triple godship answering for thy lore.'* 

The continental traveller (especially if an " Old "Westmin- 
ster **) may have often recalled these reminiscences on notidag 
the inscription asaal on Lying-in-Hospitals in Catholic Qer- 
mony, O Mabia Hilp ! 



Note N., p. 103. 

** My harp toith grief persistent rings.** 

Anacreon*s harp, as quoted in the note, responds to Love 
only. Allan-bane's, like the Pope's, awakes to sounds of Woe 
only : — 
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" * Vainly thou bidst, O noble maid,' 
Clasping his withered hands, he said, 
' Vainly thou bidst me wake the strain, 
Tho' all unwont to bid in vain. 
Alas ! than mine a mightier hand 
Has tuned my harp, my strings has spann'd ! 
I touch the chords of joy, but low, 
And mournful, answer notes of woe ; 
And the proud march which victors tread 
Sinks in the wailing for the dead.' ** 

SoOTT. — Lady of the Lake, c. it, 7. 



Note O., p. 108. 

" Old Dagon prostrate on the ground.** 

"The lonely mountains o'er, 
And the resounding shore, 
A voice of weeping heard and loud lament. 
From haunted spring and dale. 
Edged with poplar pale, 
The parting genius is with sighing sent. 
"With flower-inwoven tresses torn. 
The nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn. 

** In consecrated earth. 
And on the holy hearth, 
The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint ; 
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